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ROYALTY SONGSTER. 


 . $TAND to , ke! 6-00-06 
So Mr, M4 ANNIS TER. 


| Sravps to your guns my hearts of oak, 
7 \ Let not a word on board be ſpoke; 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 
Be filent and be ready: 
Ram home your guns, and 2 them well, 
Let us be ff ure the balls will tel 
The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knell; 
Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady: 
Not yet, nor yet, nor yet, reſerve your fire; 
I do deſire, not yet, _—__ nor yet: fire, | 


Now the elements do rattle; 

The Gods gmaz'd - behold the battle: 

A broadſide my. boys: | 

See the blood in purple tide, 

Triekle down her batter'd 2 35 

Wing'd with fate, the bullets fly, 

Conquer boys, or bravel die; 

Hur] deſtruction on our foes; 

She ſinks, ſhe ſinks, ſhe. ſinks, huzza! bi 

To _ bottom, down * + wg | 22 6H v/ 
5 | 


may 


R 

3 = OE Oy 
Huſh ev'ry breeze, let _— move, 

My Suſan ſings, and ſings of love; 


Around the winning graces wait, 


And bleſt contentment guards the ſeat. 
In this ſweet ſhade my Suſan ſtay, 


Expoſe not charms more fweet than May; | 


The ſun now rages in his noon; 


'Tis pity ſure to part ſo ſoon, 


Oh hear me, Suſan, hear me now, 
Incline propitious to my vow ; 

Oh may thy charms no changes prove, 
But bloom * ever like my love. 


Ah lovely ſleeper does thy breaſt 
With love ſtill conſtant burn; 


Does no kind dream diſturb thy reſt, 
Or whiſper my return. 


Awake, awake my lovely dear, 

Awake to love and me; | 
Ah! hope, and love, and anxious ſcar, 
Keep me awake for thee, 


s ON 8. 


Dear Suſan, come my ſweet one, 
How can you be delaying; 

Why don't you come to greet one: 

I'll touzel you for ſtaying : | 

I pray make haſte, no time let's waſte, 
Upon your lips I want to feaſt, | 
And kiſs and play, both night and day, 
With pretty Sue, wy ſweet one, | 


. 
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Come, come my life, honey 
And ſee what I have 2 you 4 
Oh faith *twill make you funny, 

And other lafſes ſorry: | 

It .is a ring, a precious thing, 

Both joy and pleafure it will bring; 
We'll kiſs and play, both night and day, 
My ſweet my pretty Suſan, 


Oh I hop'd, but hop'd in vain, 


William was come back again! 
"Tis his face, his ſhape, his name, 
But the youth is not the ſame, 


Where is now that tender figh, 
Where the fondly wiſhing eye; 

Where the hearts tumultous beat, 

Dancing joys when lovers meet, 


8 0.06; * 
In fortune's arms the rich are poor; 
Uneaſy, ſtriving till to hitch her, 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 


A friend fo rare, a girl ſo fair, 5 A 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer ; EASY 
Give me but theſe a fig for care, BG 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 


Let fortune's inſects fly my door, 

And in her ſun- ſhine ſportive nitch her: 
May thoſe be rich, who think me poor, 1949 
With my ſweet girl, a friend and pitcher, _ 


A friend ſo rare, &c. 


While others now rove without reſt on the ocean, 

As avarice, whim, or ambition inſpire; _ 

Be their's honors,” prizes and unbought promotion: 
I ſtill ſhall live bappy without the deſire, 


For them foreign climates may _ out their pleaſures, 
| For them treaſures ripen in India's bright blaze, 
With Suſan, dear Suſan I find greater treaſures, 

My fair-one with rapture ſhall crown all my days. 


But ſhou'd e'er the foes, whoſe proud backs we have 
Refuſe to our flag the ſubmiſſion they owe, (pickled, 

I'd kiſs off the tear that down Suſans cheek trickled, 
The ſhamrock can't reſt, while the ſod has a foe, 


Till then with dear Suſan where fame never prattles, 
My oxen I'll paſture, or reap my ripe corn, 

And raiſe future ſailors, to fight Britons battles, 
With Hoods and with Rodneys, that yet areunborn, 


. 
| By Tue Izisn PrIesT, | 
If in the ſtraight path, I your prieſt your ſteps guide, 
And if you advance backward: by going aſide, 

When naked we riſe, I won't ſtand in the coat, 
Of a lamb in the flock, that is, Barney, a goats, 

Sing balinamono oro, &c, 

Your innocent lambs are for me, 


To love what is good, they ſay marks a good monk, 
But with the ungodly pray never get drunk ; 
Or run after punks when by taking a wife, 
Dear Barney, you know, you may have one for life; 
Sing balinamono, &c, 
And the ſnug little guinea for me, 


Beſides you muſt know, caſe you never have try'd, 
They'rethe beſt of your days, when you firſt takea bride, 


do yalty. VP ) 


ow ſweet are the bluſhes, her voice that's quite bott, 
Wet when ſhe is filent, ſhe then ſays the moſt; 
* Sing balinamono, &c. 
Married folks are the people for me. 


* en at every chriſt'ning your cup it runs oer, 
\nd the greater the pains, why the pleaſure's the more; 
But mournings the joy that ſurpaſſes all theſe, 
For no huſbands I'm ſure will grudge burial fees: 
e Sing balinamono, &c, 
d, Oh that's the belt harveſt for me. 


| 7 We O NC "BE. * 
Mr. W. PALMER, 
If Suſan ſhou'd give me the bag, 
ri-tol-ol-ol 1d-1do, 
To town I can trundle my cag, 
| tol-der-ol-ol-ol 1d-ido ; 
Tis there Fortune favors the wit, 
ri-tol-ol- ol-id-ido Sr F 
Fleſh from cites man's ſpit, . 
| tol-der-ol- ol-ol id dg 
And any ſtrange Fiſh or Baloon, 
iIlaral,- al- ar-al-al-aral-al, 
Grows og at the full of the Moon, 
tol-loLlol-lol. | 
I've only to cut a great daſh, 
IEP RES © tol.ol, 
And Tradeſmen will wait for the Caſh; 
At Jonathan's I may have luck, 
If not I am but a lame Duck; 


From Duns when as poor as a Mouſe, 
I'll find a hole into the houſe, 


| At Boodle's I'll tip then the ſlight, 
And make all thoſe pay that won't fight : 


189 
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With laurels I'll take a few jaunts, 
To Scotland with Girls or grand Aunts; 
And get in the road to Whitehall, 
 Anibbon or ſtring luck is all, 


The DISCONSOLATE SAILOR. 


WU - When my money was gone that I gain'd in the Wars, 

| And the world 'gan to frown on my fate, | 

What matter'd my zeal, or my honored Scars, | 
When indifference ſtood at each gate, | 


The face that would ſmile when my -purſe was well 

Shew'd a different aſpect to me; : (lin'd, 
And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 35 
I hied once again to the ſea, | | 


| 

iI thought it unwiſe torepine at my lot 

1 Or to bear with cold looks Co the ſhore $2.1 7 | 

So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, : 
And a trifle, alas! as my ſtore, 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over my ſhoulder I threw ; 


Away then I trudg'd, with a heart rather ſad, 
To join with ſome jolly ſhip's crew, 


The ſea was leſs troubl'd by far than my mind, 
For when the wide main I ſurvey'd, £ | , 


I could not help thinking the world was unkind, f 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. | 


And vow'd if once more, I could take her in tow, 

I'd let the ungrateful ones ſee, 6 
That the turbulent winds and the billows cou'd ſhew, 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 


rent © 


Wy 


n'd, 


* 
I 
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ANACREONTIC SO NG. 
Suns BY Mr, B AN NIS T E R. 


To Anacreon in heav'n, Where he ſat in full giee. ; 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he. their inſpirer and patron would be, 
When this anſwer arriv' ＋ from the jolly old Grecian: 
& Voice, fiddle, and flute, 
No longer be mute, | 
6 I'll lend ye wt name, and inſpire ye to boot; 
“ And, befides, I'll inſtruct ye like me to intwine - 
« The myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine.” 


- 


The news through: Olympus immediately Able; 'F 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſelf airs 2.” 


If theſe mortais are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue, 


„ The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs. 
„Hark already they cry, 
« In tranſports of joy, 
6c Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
& And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to intwine— 
« The myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine. 


«© The yellow-hair'd: god and his nine fuſty maids. 

« From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee : - 
4 Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 

« And the bi-forked hilla mere deſert will be: 

| „My thunder no fear on't, 
« Shall ſoon do its errand- 

cc. And damn me, I'll ſwinge the ring zleaders, I warrant $. 
. l trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine. © 
“The myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine.“ 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, *-pr'ythee ne'er quarrel,” 
« Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries belo 2 : 
4 Your thunder is uſeleſs,”--. Then ſhzwing his laurel, . 
Cried, Sic ovitabile * you kno]ͤ 


(10 


«© Then over each head 

| 6 My laurel I'll ſpread, 

, So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall dread, 
„% While, ſnug in their club- room, they jovially twine 
« The myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine,” 


| Regal. 


Next Momus roſe up, with his riſible 5 

And ſwore with Apollo he'd chearfully join. 
& The full tide of harm«.ny ſtill hall be his, | 

1 But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall be 

| „Ihen Jove, be not jealous mine: 
« Of theſe honeſt fellows.” 

Cried Jove,“ werelent, fince the truth you now tell us: 
« And {wear by old Styx, that they long ſhall intwine 
„The myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine.” 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand ; 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love: 
- *Tis your's to ſupport what's fo happily plann'd; 
You've the ſanction of gods and the fiat of Jove. 
While thus we sgiee, 
Our toaſt let it be, 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free; 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine 
The. myrtle of Venus with Bachus's vine, 


| | For Three Voices, 
Hark the bonny Cliriſt-church bells, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 
They ſound ſo woundy great, ſo wond'rous ſweet, 
. And they troul ſo merrily, merrily, | 
Hark! the firſt and ſecond bell, that every day at four 
and ten, 

Cry come, come, come, come, come to pray'rs, 

And the verger trips before the dean. | 

Tingle, tingle ting. goes the ſmall bell, at nine, 

To call the berer's home 

But the de'il a man will leave his can 

Till he hears the mighty Tom, 


1 


Ro alt . | 
eek 66 MOM 
For. Three ien 


we three > be, | 
Rangers that rove through the north country, 
Lover's of ven'ſon and liberty, | 
That value not honors nor money. 


We three good fellows be, 


That never yet ran from three times three, 


Quarter-ſtaff, broad-ſword, or bowmanry, 
But give us fair play for our money, 


We three merry-men be, 


Ata laſs, ora glaſs, ade a green-wood tree, 


ou ocundly chaunting our ancient glee, 
hough we have not a Remy of money. 


ee 
For Four Voices. 
Hark! the lark at heav'n's gate ſings, 
And Phœbus ins to riſe; 
His ſteeds to water at thofe ſprings, 
On chalic'd flow'rs that lies. 
And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes, 
With ev'ry thing, that pretty is; 
My lady ſweet, ariſe, 
8 00 
For Three Voices, 
Now we're met, like jovial fellows, 
Let us doas wiſe men tell us, 
Sing old roſe and burn the bellows. 
When the bowl with claret glows, 
And wiſdom ſhines upon the noſe, 
O then's the time to ſing old we 
And burn the bellows, 
\ Ba 
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'Suxc By Mr. Ax ReWSsMirR and MasTER BrAnan, 


Time has not thin'd my flowing hair, 
Nor bent me with his iron hand: 


; Ak! why ſo ſoon, the bloſſom tear; 


Ere autumn yet the fruit demand. 


Let me enjoy the chearful day, 


Til many a year has o'er me roll d: 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 
And ſing of love e're I grow old. 


ADMIRAL BE N BOW. 


Su Nn G »y Mr, BANN.I S TER. 


Oh we ſail'd to Virginia, . 
And from thence to Fial; | 
Oh we water d our ſhipping, 
And ſo we weigh'd al | 
Being in view of the ſea boys, 
Seven ſail we did eſpy: 
Oh we hoiſted our top-ſails, 
And we ſail'd ſpeedily. 


The very firſt we came up withal, 

Was a brig, and a floop: 
Oh we afk'd if the other five 

Were as big as they did look ; - 
But turning to the windward, 

As near as we could lay, „ 
We found them to be French men of war, 
* A cruizing hard by.— | 


Oh we dre up our ſquadron. 
In a very nice line, | 
And we fought them courageouſly, 

For near four hours time; 


% 
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But the day being ſpent, - > 
And the night coming on, 
Oh we let them alone 
Until the next morn, 


Oh the very next morning 
. Theengagement proved hot; Ng 
When brave Admiral Benbow , 
Received a- chain ſhot ; 
And when he was wounded, - 
To his merry mates he did ſay, 
Take me up in your arms boys, 
And carry me away. | 


The guns, they did rattle, 
And the bullets did fly; 
"Whilſt brave Admirs1 Benbow, 
For help, aloud did cry : 
Carry me down to the cock- pit 
There is eaſe for my ſmart: 
Af my merry men ſhould ſee me, 
It would break all their hearts, 


Oh the w_ next morning, 
By the break of the day, 
Oh we hoiſted our top-ſails, 
And ſo we bore away: 
e bore down to Port-Royal, | 
Where the People flocked much, *. 
To ſee brave Admiral Benbow, 


Carry'd to Kingſton Town Church, 
Come all you brave fellows, 
Whereſocver you have been 
Let us drink a good health 
To our King and our Queen, 
And another good health 
To the girls that we do know; 
And a third in remembrance _ 


Of brave Admiral Benbow, 


(144 ) 
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| For three Voices, 

Come, my boys, let's ling a catch. 

A match, a match, a match. 

Beware of catch poles. 
Warrants and dark-holes, 

You're a vagrant; that's a fact. 

Stop, ſtop, let me look at the act. 
No; I'm a gentleman, ' I beg your pardon 
You're only ſuch in-Covent Garden, 

Oh! curſe your odious exclamations. 

o | 
God ſave the kingz 
And be loyal, in ſpite of informations, 
God fave the king; 
Long live the kings; 
May the king live for ever. 


REN | 
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The top ſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip, ſhe caſts to lea; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee: 
For tho” thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſha!l be his leading flar, 


Royalty. 


Shou'd land men flatter when we're ſail'd; 
O doubt their artful tales: 

No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
It love breath'd conſtant gales: 

Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 

Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


. Sirens in ev'ry Port we meet; 
More fell than rocks and waves; 

But ſuch as grace the Britiſh Fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves. 


V 
NM 
N 
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No foes our courage ſhall ſabdue, 
Altho* we leave our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares, but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main: 

The. rocks, the billows, and the wind; 
The power of France and Spain: 

Now England's Glory - reſts with you, 

Our fails are full, ſweet girls ad:cu, 


pp U E T. | 
Mr, LEON I and Maſter BRAHAM, 


How ſweet in the wood-lands, with fleet hound & horn 
To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn : 

But hard is the chace, my fond heart muſt purſue, 

For Daphne, fair Daphne 1 1s loſt to my view. 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roe-buck, and wing'd with diſdain 
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as ſhe flies, 


t 
Tho? Dephive purſue, tis wn that dies, 


8s 0 

With my jug in one hand = ipe in the other, 
I 23 neighbour and my ip 

My cares in a hilf of tobacco I ſmother, 
For life I know ſhortly muſt end : 

While Ceres moſt kindly refills my brown jug, 
With good ale I will make myſelf mellow ; 

In my old wicker chair, I'll feat myſelf ſnug, 
Like a jolly and true happy fellow, 


For Three Voices, 


Wine does wonders every day, 
Makes the heavy, light and gay : 
Throws off all their melancholly : 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the buſy toy and play, 
And the poor and needy jolly, 


( 16 } 
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Wine makes trembling cowards bold; 
Men in years forget they're old: 
Women leave their coy diſdaining; 
Who. till then, were ſhy and cold. 
Makes the niggard ſlight his gold, | 
And the foppiſh entertaining. | 


Mr, BANNISTER and. Mr, ARROWSMITH; 
Generous wine, 2 
And a friend in whom I can confide, 

And a cleanly bright girl 

I would have for my bride: 

I'll keep a brace of geldings, 

An eaſy pad to pleaſe my wife; 

Kind fate, what more I aſk, 

Ne'er to want my dear flaſk ; 

And in friendly bumpers, 

Ever briſkly carouze, 


8 O: N. - 
FVV 

If life is a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt, 

You mult toſs off your wine, if you'd wiſh it to laſt; 

For this bubble may well be deſtroyed with a puff, 

If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. | 


DI I OY io ni FRY» "0 


If life is a flow'r, as Philoſophers ſay, 15 
»Tis a very good hint, underſtood the right way: 
For if life is a flow'r, any blockhead can tell, 

If you'd have it look freſh, you muſt moiſten it well, 


This life is no more than a journey tis ſaid, 

Where the roads, for moſt parts, are confoundedly badi 
Then let wine be our ſpur, and each trav'ler will own, 
That whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 


This world to a Theatre, liken'd has been, 

Where each man around has a part in th” ſcene; 

Tis our pait to get drunk, andtis matter of fact, 

That the more you all drink, boys, th' better you'll act, 


6 
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This life is a dream, in which many will weep, 
Who have ſtrange filly fancies, and cry in their fleep : 
gut for us, when we wake from our dream, 'twill be ſaid, 
That the tears of the tankard were all that we ſhed, 


The „„ 
Sung By Mr. BANNISTER 
H. At the peaceful midnight hour, | 
Every ſenſe and every power, 
Fetter'd lies in downy ſleep; | 
Then our careful watch we keep, 
While the Wolf with nightly prowl, 
Bays the wood with hedious howl: 
Gates are barr'd, a vain reſiſtance 
Females ſhriek, a vain aſſiſtance : 
Silence! filence, or you meet your fate; 
Your keys, your jewels, caſh, and plate: \ 
Lock, bolts and bars ſoon fly aſunder, 
Then to rifle, rob, and plunder, 


Mr. ARROWSMITH axpd Maſter BRAHAM. 


aa” {tru I have loſt my love, 

ave you ſeen my Anna: 

Pride of every ſhady grove, 
Upon the Banks of Banna, 


we 


I, for her, my home forſook, 


II. Near yon miſty mountain; 

Left my Flock, my Pipe, my Crook, 
ny Green-wood Shade, and Fountain, 
n, Never ſhall I ſee them more, 


Until at her returning; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning. 


a, CE 
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CL 
Wuhither is my charmer flown, 
Shepherd' stell me whither; 
Ah, woe is me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever and for ever, 


EL CANTONETT. 
Mr. ARROWSMITH and Maſter BRAHAM. 


To me, had clouds o'erſpreac the ſky, 
The drooping roſes ſeem d to die: 

Plumes were tent from Zephyr's wing, 

| And filent was the voice of ſpring : 
; But Delia chac'd deſpair away: 

Their livelieſt bloom, the flow'rs aupiay: 
Soft gales ariſe, and fan the grove, | 
The hills and plains reſound their love. 


Tue S AI LO RS' GL E E. 


We be three mariners, newly come from the ſeas, 
We ſpend our lives in jeopardy, 
While others live at eaſe : 
| Shall we go drink this round a round, 
| And he that is a bully boy, come pledge me onthis ground, 


—ͤü— — — — — 


We care not for thoſe martial men, that do our ſtates 
(giſdain: 
But we care for thoſe merchant- men, that do out ſtates 
(maintain: 
To them we drink this round a round, 
And he that is a bully boy, come pledge me on this ground. 


SONG Sin HERO and LEANDER. 
Scene the Banks of the Hel!eſpont. 
Mrs. FO KA. 


Ere yet Aurora chace the dews, 

The lark his mattin ſong renews, 
And ſeems to chide the ſwains delay, 
To lole ſo ſweet a part of day. 


Ryyaliy, 


co). 


See from the ground his mate ariſe, 
And ſeems to mock our wand'ring eyes: 
Still as ſhe foars, her notes decay: 

Til the faint warblings die away, 


: SON G. 

Mx. B URN E T. 
When I was young, I danc'd and lung, 
My heart was lighter than a fly; 

No care my youthful boſom ſtung, 
At ev'ry rout, pray who but J. 


At length the Urchin bent his bow, 
The vagrant arrow hit the mark; 


But Hymen ſolv'd his {kill to ſhew, _ | 


| Cur'd poor Safrina in the dark. 


Mr. BANNISTER, 


Alas how chang'd the face of things, 


Hark, hark, the howling tempeſt fings ; | 


An now the rebel winds ſhe feels, 
Tofs'd on the billows, how ſherreels, 


She's now a wreck —— Behold on high, 
Exploded thunder rends the ſky ; 

A dread convulſion moves the ſhore z 
And rocks the deep, unmov'd before. 


Mr. ARROWSMVFHU.. 
Tranſparent now, and all ſerene, 

The gentle current flows; 
While fancy draws the flatt'ring ſcene 
How fair the landſcape ſhews, 
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) 
But ſoon its tranſient charms decay, 
When ruff ling tempeſts blow; 


| The ſoft deluſions fleet away : 
And pleaſure ends in woe, 


8 O N G. 
Mr. W. PALMER, 
In the Character o 4 Bahaw. _ 
Stand all alooff, ye pzltry jades; 
And you, ye filthy knave of ſpades: 
How dare you look beyond thoſe pales, 
On me, who wears three thumping tails ? 
Don't you all know, that at a blow, 
I'd ſend you to the ſhades below ? 
 Begone ! or elſe, I ſwear, ods-bobs; 
I' fend you home, without your nobs, 


' %%% 2 
O, Sir, be conſenting, be kind, and relenting ; 
' Releaſe theſe poor creatures and ſend them away: 
Do but this, and you'll find, 
How good natur'd and kind, 
I'll prove to my ſpouſe, by night and by day. 


O come now, ſweet lover, a paſſion diſcover : 
A ſly little Cupid, now lurks in that ſmile : 
Ev'ry maid muſt ſurrender, 
To ſich a commander ; 
'You've found out a way, my poor heart to beguile. 


Behold like A pollo, his ringlets of yellow! > 
Behold, how like Mars, at this moment he ſtands : 
His breath too diſcloſes, 
The perfume of roſes ; 
How plump, his round cheeks, and how taper his hands, 


O come now, ſweet lover, &c. 


ay: 


ds. 


alty. 
"ou 


CHORUS by the TURKS, 


With blood 


ge 
HORUS 'PRISONERS. 


Happy, happy, happy day, 
Ev'ry heart its homage pay. 


Wake to harmony the voice 
Rejoice---'tis mercy calls rejoice. 


c n 


Happy, happy, happy day, 

Ev'*ry heart its homage pay; 
Wake to harmony the voice, 
Rejoice---'tis mercy calls---rejoice, 


'S O N G, 
Mr. W. PALM E R. 


Gentle Hero! take my hand; 
Love and life's at my command: | 
Joy's ſurrounding, 
Sorrows drowning; _ 
Bliſs ſhall gladden all the land, 
But if you refuſe me, | 
And think but to nooſe me, > 
In love's filken fetters ; | 
And ſneer at your betters ; 
By the Gods, now I ſwear, | | 
From your boſom I'll tear= _ 


No ſtop—l'ILdo more; 


I'll deluge the ſhore: 


Till nature looks wild: 
And before I retire, 
PII kindle a fire, 


That ſhall toaſt you, 


And roaſt you, 


Man, Woman and Child, 


1 


"Dion ” | | 
Mr. B ANN IS T E R. 
Hark! the trumpet ſounds afar; | . 


The clam'rous harbinger of war: 

Rouze Soldiers, rouze; to arms, to arms: 
The call, my beating boſom warms; 
The foe inſults our native ſhore, 

And proudly mocks his conqueror. 

O Genious of this happy land; 

Deſcend ! and bleſs thy choſen band: 
Give us to meet the daring foe; 

*Tis liberty, ſhall nerve the blow, — 

So when the toils of war are o'er, 

And meek-ey'd peace unlocks her ſtore ; 
Each youthful Hero, then ſhall prove, 
A ſweet reward, in faithful love, 


N 


O ſee how he comes, how he moves thro? the gloom, 
Condutted by fate, and by love, to his doom: 

O ſee the fond youth, to the ſhore, now he bends, - | 
And quits his Companions, his Country, and Friends: 
Regardleſs of danger, he darts thro? the wave ; 

*Tis Nature commands him, and Nature muſt fave, 


N 8. 
Mr. AR RO WS MIT H. 
Tune, the Banks of the Dee. 


Awake, my ſweet Hero, my heart's deareſt treaſure ; 
Leander now calls you, to love and delight 
*Tis Hymen ſhall ſanctiſy love's ſofteſt pleaſure: 5 
Give our days all to joy, and to rapture the night. 
Awake then my charmer, and ſhare the ſweet ble ſſing; 
The moments now fly me, alas! how diſtreſſing; 

O think of our joys, when carreſe'd and carreſſing, 
Arile, my ſweet Hero—love calls you away. 


ds: 


a 


ing; 


gs 
ROT Db UE T T o, 


O take both my hand and my heart, 


United in the bands of truth. 


( 29 ) 


Mr. ARROWSMITH and Mrs. FOX, 


Come now my ſweet love to the grove; 
The graces are waiting for you ; 

Thro' r ſes and woo1-bines we'll rove, 
And kiſs as all truc- lovers do. 


H E R O. 


My lover, IK no he is true; 
Til death ſhall direct us to part, 
We'll kiſs as all true- lovers do, 


B O T N. 
Adieu then to doubt and diſpair; 
Fair virtue, our loves? wall ule? 
We'll not know a moment of care, 
But kiſs as all true- lovers do, 


8 0 'N: Ss 
M A STER BRAHAM. 
In the Character of Hymen. . 


Sweeteſt pleaſures, never ceaſing; 
Bleſſings which the Gods prelent, 
Joys, with length of years increaſing : 
Roſy health, ard ſweet content : 
Await the fair, ard deck: the youth, 


And when old time, with folemn pace, 
Shall call, to tell them, both muſt die: 
Touch'd as he views their fond embrace : 
He'll bleſs them firſt, then paſs them by, 
Sweeteſt pleaſures, &c, 


FIN AL: , 
Mr. AR ROW SMITH. 
Joy and pleaſure, now go round, 
Beauty's triumph is to day ; 


5 5 


24 
Royalty. ( 
Ev'ry voice, in chorus ſound, - 
is is Hymen's holiday. 
Dreſs a garland for the fair : 
Care and ſorrow hither go: 
Duaffadillies, 
E. Virgin lillies, | 
Hymen ſays he'll have it ſo, — 


| Mrs, F O:X. G 
Take my band, you have my heart, 
Indeed you've had it long ago ; 
And now we'll never, never part: 
Hymen ſays he'll have it ſo.— 
O RU S 


Joy and pleaſure, &c, 


- Mi BURNET, 
Cupid is a fooliſh boy, 
Once he try'd on me, his bow; 
But I never felt a joy, 
Til Hymen ſaid he'd have it fo. 
„„ 
Joy and pleaſure, &c. | 


AD EN. 
Muſt 1 then, give up the fair, 
And ſee them laughing at my woe; 
Live and lead a life of care: 
The devil ſure would have it ſo. 
LEV R- VS 
Joy and pleaſure, &c, 


Mr. BANNISTE R, 
Obſerve ye fair, the moral here, 
Let virtue in your boſom glow 
You then may bid adieu to fear, 
Hymen ſays he'll have it fo, 
NU. 
Joy and pleaſure, &c. 


> 


2 ( 25 ) 
ojalty, | 
F LOVING. SONG, by Mr. DELPINI, 
| In Hobſou's Choice. . 
AEC ITATI VE. 
Dearly Fanny, come here, I'll give you ſomething; 
I bought you this pretty cap; 
Oh! | ma put it in your lap; 
Put it on, and flaſh away, 
Wil you marry me to day: 
There is money, all for you, 
Come, embrace me, pray now do. 


S O N G. 


Dearly and darley, what is the matter with you now 3 
Dearly and darley, are you joking, pray tell me how: 
By, by, by, by, by ; by pety beaſa Ma Char; 
By pety Beaſa; —— Oh my Dear. 
Dearly and darley, my love has cryed till ſhe can't ſee 3 
8 Dearly and darley, oh, dear, and do you ſt ll love me: 
By, by, by, by, by; &c Oh my honey. 
Dearly and darley, come kiſs, kiſs me, don't ſtay behind; 
Dearly and darley, you'll find me ever true and kind: 
By, by, by, by, by; &c. Oh, my ſoul— 


DRUNKEN SONG, by Mr. DELPINI. 


Oh! what a misfortune befel me to day +... 
As I look'd for a pretty, young girl; ? þ Twice, 
They tumbled me into a large butt of ſtrong beer, 
I thought to be drowned therein : | 

Be drowned therein, be drowned therein; 
I thought to be drowned therein. 

But what is the reaſon I reel thus about; Twice. 
I'm afraid the beer's got in my head; | 18 
J reel to and fro, like aſhip in a ſtorm, 

Oh, I wiſh I was ſafe in my bed: 
Safe in my bed, ſafe in my bed; 
Oh, I wiſh I was ſafe in my bed. 
D 


> 


626) 
R . : 
* SONGS 
In TRUE-BLUE, or the PRESS. GANG. 
To be gazing on thoſe charms; 
Jo be folded in thoſe arms: 
To unite my lips with thoſe, 
Whence eternal ſweetneſs flows, 
Ta be lov'd by one fo fair, 
Is to be bleſt beyond compare. 


e 
On my deareſt to recline, 
While his hand is lock'd in mine; 
In thoſe eyes myſelf to view; 
Gazing ſtill, and full on you: 
In thy arms, while thus I'm bleſt, 
Of ev'ry joy I am poſſeſs'd. 


r. 
RECITATIVE. 
Sir, you muſt learn another ſong to ſing, 
Come, come along with me and ſerve the King. 


. 
= I Wh BE: 
Oh where will you hurry my deareſt ? 
Say! ſay to what clime, or what ſhore! 
. You tear from my arms the ſincereſt, 
That ever lov'd mortal before, 
Ah cruel, hard-hearted to preſs him, 

And force the dear your from my arms; 
Reſtore him, that I may careſs him, 
And ſhield him from future alarms, 

In vain, youinſult and deride me, 

And make but a ſcoff at my woes: 
You ne'r from my dear ſhall divide me, 

I'll fallow where ever he gow, 


Reyaliy. | | | 
Think not of the mercileſs ocean 3 
My ſoul any terror can have: 
For ſoon as the ſhip makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the ſea be my grave. 


LIEUTENANT, 
Honor calls, he muſt obey ; 


Love to glory muſt give way : 
Loaden with the ſpoils of Spain, 
Triumphant he'll return again, 


DI A” 0-6 Þ 
N Ar | 
And canſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore : 


It comes into my fancy, 
I ne'er {hall ſee thee more. 


TRUE BLUE. 


Ves, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To plough the boiſt'rous main, 
Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 


| N-. A NC: 
Amidſt the foaming billows, 
Where thund'ring cannons roar, \ 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore. 


TRUE BLUE 
Nor fire, nor {word appal me, 

When glory points the way; 
Great George and England call me, 
And ] with joy * 5 

2 


= ( 28 ) 
N IN AN CT... 


May guardian Gods protect thee, 
From Water, Fire, or Steel, 

And may no fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


TRUE. B L U k. 


I leave to heav'ns protettion, 
My life, my only dear, 

You have my ſoul's affection, 
So {till conclude me here. 


Trfuc- Blue, Nancy, Lieut. W Careful axd 
Gang. 


DREADNAUGHT. | 
Now away my brave boys, hoiſt the flag beat the drum, 


Let the ſtreamers wave over the main, 
When old England calls us, we merrily come, 
She ſha'nt call; a Sailor in vain, | 


Already we ſcem an Armada to chace, 
Already behold the Galleors ; 

Undaunted, unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of Doubloons. 


Then farewell fora time, lovely Sweethearts, dear Wives, 
Nancy, fear not the fate of True: blue, 
Though we leave you and merrily venture our lives, 
To our Doxies we'll ever be true. 
With ſpirit v we goan Armada to chace, 
With rapture behold the Galleons ; 
todo unconquer'd, look death in the face, 
And return with a load of Doubloons. | 


. 3 
O in DON JUAN. 
Sone by M. DELPI NI. 

See that pretty creature there; ; 

Oh, how handſome ! Oh, how fair! 
Kiſs me. Love, I pray now do; 
Give me one, and 14. give two. 


How a ſmack wou'd do me good; 
Raiſe my ſpirit, fire my blood: 
Kiſs me Love, I pray now do; 
Give me one, and I'll give two. 


* ra. ict 
Mr. AR N O 
Come jolly boys, that Sailors be, 
| Who oft have plough'd the dang'rous ſea; 
rum; © And when you hear the tee wind, 
| Still think of her you left behin 
Still let her pleaſing image near, 
Preſerve your faithful heart from fear ; 
And to the breaſt the tabiet keep, 
Thro' all the dangers of ihe deep. 


Come, come jolly boys, who Sailors be, 
Who are ſo happy, and fo free: 


The luckleſs land-men's quiet mind, 


Res By home or wife is oft confin'd; 
'S Whilſt we, tho' dreaded thunders roll, 
es, That know no power to ſhake our ſoul; 


O'er diſtant ſcenes in triumph hurl'd, 
Still feel no limits but the World. 


| D D . 
Miſs BURNETT and Mrs, FOX, 
Thus for Men the Women fair, © 
Lay the curning, cunning ſnare; - 


9 0 
Royalty, ( 3 ) 
While like fiſh, the Men will rove, 
And with beauty fall in love: 
_ What is beauty but the bait ; 
Oft repented when too late. 


If too raſh to ſeize the prize, 

Now diſplay'd before your eyes; 
How you'll rue, when. all is paſt, 
Hymens hook, which holds you faft ; 
E're you marty, then beware, 

Tis a bleſſing, or a ſnare. , 


SONGS in the RECRUITING SERGEANT, 
VVV 
(SERGEANT) Mr. BANNISTER, 


All gallant lads, who know no fears, 
To the drum head repair: 

To ſerve the king for volunteers, 
Speak you, my boys, that dare, 


Come, who'll be a grenadier ? 
The lifting-money down, 
Is three guineas, and a crown, 


To be ſpent in punch or beer, 


| 9 Wy 
(CouxnTrywax) Mr. W. PALMER, 


Adds fleſh, I'll go with him, 

Adds fleſh, but I will : : 
So hold your tongues ſtill. 

Nor mother, nor wife, | 

Thof they ſtrive for their life, 

Shall baulk't, an my fancy be ſo, 


( 31 )) 


(SzrGEANT) Mr. BANNISTER, 
Come beat away a Royal March, 


Royalty. 


Rub, rub, rub a dub; 


Rub, rub, ub a dub: 8 
Of no poltroons I come in ſearch, 


Who cowardly ſneak, 


When the tongues of war ſpeak : | 


| But of noble ſouls, who death dare ſtand, 


Againſt the foes of Old England. 


Drums ſtrike up a flouriſh, and follow me now, 
All honeſt hearts and clever; 

Free quarters and beer at the ſign of the Plow ; 
Huzza ! King George for ever, | 


8 O „ 
(Mornzx) Mrs. BURNETT, 


Out upon thee, wicked locuſt, 
Worſe in country nor a plague; 
Men by thee are hocuſt, pocuſt, 
Into danger and fatigue: 
And the Juſtices outbear thee | 
In thy tricks, but I don't fear thee, 
No nor thoſe that with thee league. 


My ſon has enough at home, 
He need not for bread to roam ; 
Already his pay, 

Is twelve-pence per day, 

His honeſt labour's fruits; 
Then get thee a trudging quick, 
For gad, if I take a ſtick, _ 
I'll make thee repent, 

When here thee vert ſent, 

A drumming for recruits, 


Royalt . 


| (8) 
RRE CITATIVE. 
(Wirz) Mis BURNETT, 


Dear Joſeph, what's come o'er thee, tell me; do : 
Three babes we have, I work for them, and you; 
You work for us, and both together earn, 
What keeps them tight, and puts them out to learn, 
But, if a ſold:ering vou're bent to roam, 
We all ſhall ſhortly to the pariſh come; 
And the church-waraens, no one to befriend us, 
Will, for the next thing, to the workhouſe ſend us. 
Thee know'ſt at work houſe how poor folks are ſerv'd, 
Bill, Tom, and Suſan, will be quickly ſtarv'd, 
. 
Oh could you bear to view, 
Your httle Tom and Sue; 3 
Ta'en up by croſs o*erſeers ; 
And think that helpleſs I, 
To give them, when they cry, 
| Have nothing but my tears ? 
You cannot have the heart, 
With them and me to part, 
For folks, you know not who! 
With richer Friends than we, 
And prouder you may be, 
But none will prove ſo true, 


S ON G. © 
{SexcEANT) Mr, BANNISTER, 


Comrade, your hand: I love a lad of foul ; l 
Your name, to enter on my muſter roll; 
To Juſtice Swear'em, then, to take our oath 2: 


„Taking a Boy and Girl, one in each Hand. 


1. 
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But ſome diſcourle firſt, EO e 


ng nad Francs AAN TE R. 


0 what a charming things a battle! 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a beating: 


Crack, crick, crack, the cantons rte. 
| —_— heart with joy elating. 


what pleaſure are we ſpying, 


From the from and rom Lhror 


| He us vs in. the 


lde g date tying) 


Then: the groans of ne 
' Juſt like 8 as it *— 


Hun 


At each Dos 


While the mu _— 
Killa und — 
Lie confounded 


What a charm Wee 


But the pleaſant Joke of all, 


Is when to cloſe attack we feli 1 
Like mad bulls esch cher butting. 


Shooting, ſtabbin maim cuttin 
Horſe Od frog? . Tk 


Kit ue ent, Wen oy and exit: 


Then to plunder: 


Blood and thunder, 


What a Qarnighingss battle? 
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Wing d with bliſs each momerit few: oy 
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Fields and flo ks, and fragrant flow Wers, oo 
All that health and joy impart; 1 
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was ſweet birds, that Wepa you f (14.24 
Would not join the ſong of 0% ys hs 
Your ſweet 3 * — BY, 54 on. 3 


A Paſtoral and Pathetic ( 33 ) | 
1 | By L. MackxALLy, Eſq. 
a | The northern blaſt, that chilling blows, 


Kr Adown the mountain's ſnowy fide, 
1 The tendril bites, and blights the roſe, 
10K And withers all the valley's pride. 


More fatal bites not, through the grove, 
The Winter's ſharp and canker'd tooth, 
Then doth the blight of hopeleſs love, 
The tender bud of hapleſs youth. 


To SLE EP, 


By DAVID GARRICK, Esg. 


Yet awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms; 

Let not care awake to grieve me; 
Lull me with thy potent charms, 


I, a turtle, doom'd to ſtray, : 
Quitting yours, the parent's neſt, 

Find each bird a bird of prey; 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt, 


By GEORGE KEATE, Eq, 


And muſt I ever vent my fighs in air? | 
Tho” with a true, yet fruitleſs paſſion burn p 
In ſorrow ſtill lament my abſent fair ? 
And will her truant ſteps no more return? 


Ah me! I fear ſhe will diſown the plain, 
Our humble village, and our peaceful green 
Elſe in the noiſy town ſhe'd ne'er remain 
When ſpring invites her to the ſylvan ſcene, 
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Paſtoral and Pathetic 


She, who was firſt to pluck the early roſe, 


And twine a gapland for the may-pole's head; 
She, whom our feſtive virgins ever choſe 


Their rural leader, is unkindly fled ! 


Why tarries thus my fair, when nature ſheds 
Her gay profuſign o'er the riſing year; | 
When for my flocks the mead its treaſure ſpreads, 
And woods and lawns in vernal pride appear? , 


Perhaps ſome poliſh'd lover courts thy ſmile, 
And pours his flatt'ring accents in thine ear : 

Or does ſome wealthy Lord thine heart beguile, 
And keep thee abſent from thy ſhepherd here ? 


O! let not Wealth or Flatt'ry warp thy mind; 
Their blandiſhments will ſoon deceitful prove; 
+ And thou their victim then too late may'ſt find, 
That artleſs Truth alone is friend to Love! 


Love lights his torch at Virtue's ſacred fires, 
He comes in ſweet ſimplicity array'd : 

Far from the pomp of life by choice retires, 
And ſecks the covert of its tranquil ſhade, | 


No lands have I, no honors to diſplay, 


Alike to fortune, as to fame, unknown ; 
T only boaſt a heart that mourns thy ſtay, 
A faithful heart, that beats for thee alone, 


The bloom of May, like thee, that's ever fair, 


The brook clear-bubbling, and the cooling breeze; 
E'en the mirth-moving-bag-pipe, foe to care, 
When thou art from me, loſe their pow'r to pleaſe, 


Ah! what avails to tread the flow'ry field, 
Or view the landſcape from the clifted ſteep ? 
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No obje&s row their wonted pleaſure yield, 


But ſeem like me to languiſh, and to weep. ' 


While my companions mingle in the dance, 


And each is jocund with his conſtant maid, 
I muſe on thee, bewail my own miſchance, 
And, ſullen, fit me down beneath the ſhade, 


Return once more, {weet nymph, and joy excite, 
Bright as thyſelf ſhall nature then ſeem drelt ; 
Bring back thy bluſhing graces to my light, | 
Reward my truth, and make thy ſhepherd bleſt. 


| 1 i 9 
Hope, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing, 


arent of each joy divine ! 
Ev'ry balmy ſweet poſſeſſing, 
Ev'ry promis'd bliſs be thine, 


Softeſt friend to heart-felt anguiſh, 
Lend, O! lend thy pow'rful aid; 

Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 
Cheer the fond deſpairing maid. 


\ 


By W. SHENSTONE, Ezg. 


How pleas'd, within my native bow'rs, 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day! | 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round ! 

The river gliding down the dale, 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 
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But now when, urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to help my dear, 
That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 


No more fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee; 

That verdant hill and filver ſtream 
Divide my love and me, 


LOVE ax» DESPAIR. 


No more the feſtive train I'll join: 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 
For what, alas! have griefs like mine 
170 With paſtimes or delights to do ? 
BY Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove; 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


Ah, well-a-day! how chang'd am TI !— 

17 ; When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

| 1 So ſoft my,ſtrains, the herds hard by 
74 Stood gazing, and forgot to feed: 

But now my ſtrains no longer move ; 


They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love, 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſhe 
The faireſt rn Wr te 8 oy 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unfhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me, 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove 
They atk the cauſe; I anſwer, Love. 


- Dye . 4 an ne 
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Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
ith tears of — to o'erflow 3 | 
"Tis that which f11'd my breaſt with fighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe : 
Love has occaſion'd all my ſmay, 
Difpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


* 
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Taz Harvey SurrunsD. | 
By F. I. 


With the ſun J riſe at morn, 
Haſte my flocks into the mead : 
By the fields of yellow corn, 
There my gentle lamkins feed: 
Ever ſportive, ever gay, 
While the merry pipe I play. 


Lovely Mira joins the ſtrain; 
Calls the wand'rer to its mate: 

Her ſweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 
And make the troubled heart elate, 

Ever cheerful, ever gay, 


While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter's rugged arms 
© Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove, 
Mira cheers me with her charms; 
'For her ſong is tun'd to love: 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
On the merry pipe I play. 


. 6 


Tho' no ſplendour deck my cot, 
With my Fair I hve content; 
May it be my happy lot, | 

Still to love, and ne'er repent; 
. While, at dawn and ſetting day, 


On the merry pipe I play ! | 
By LORD LYTTELTON, 


Adieu to-the village delights, 1 
Which lately my fancy enjoy'd ! 

No longer the country invites 

To me all its pleaſures are void. 


1 5 33 ) 
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Adieu, thou ſweet health-breathing hill ! 
Thou canſt not my comfort reſtore : 
For ever adieu my dear vill! 
My Lucy, alas! is no more, 


She, ſhe was the cure of my pain, 
My bleſſing, my honor, my pride: 
She ne'er gave me cauſe to complain, 
Till that fatal day when ſhe died. 
Her eyes, that ſo beautiful ſhone, 
Are cloſed for ever in fleep; 
And mine, ſince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep. 


Could my tears the bright angel reſtore, 
Like a fountain, they never ſhould ceaſe; 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 
And I am a ſtranger to peace. 
Let me copy, with fervour devout, 
Ihe virtues that glow'd in her heart 
Then ſoon, when life's ſand is run out, 
We ſhall meet again, never to part, 


By Mr. GAY, 


Virgins are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
hich in the garden enamels the ground ; 
There the bees hover, and murmur, and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around, 


But, when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring z 
To Covent-Garden *tis brought, while yet ſweet ; 
There droops, and fades, and grows paſt all enduring; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 


The COTTAGE R'S WISH, 


Where the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees, 
With my Fair-one as blooming as May, | 


* 
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Undiſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the breeze, 
Leet me paſs the hot noon of the day, N 


When the Sun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclineg 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines 
On the face of ſome river or lake. 


Where my Faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
(For 'tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 
Our ſhadows may view on the watery glals, 
While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream, 


— 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the lambkins to bleat, 
When ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain ; 

All be filent and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again! 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 

Let the Moon's ſilver beams through the leaves give us 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our Way. (light, 


Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; | 
And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our talk, 

But of friendſhip improv'd into love, | 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, | 
Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
et; And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms, 
ring; + } | 
a Tux Ds PAI RING LoveR, 


How can the Muſes lend their happy aid! 
Ah! how can fancy brighten up the ſong ! 
rees, Beauty and Love can only be diſplay'd, 
Where mutual paſſion does the theme prolong. 


| | 3 
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There ſmiling Venus leads the happy hours; 
| There Cupid only lends his golden dart; 
There lovers breathe their vows, in roſy bow'rs, 


And rapture plays alike around each heart, 


There may the Muſes ev'ry wreath entwine ; 
With notes ſeraphic ſtrike upon the ear: 
But melancholy thoughts alone are mine; 


And ev'ry proſpect diſmal, dark, and drear, 


For Love the tyrant triumghs in my breaſt, 
With all his force of jealouſies and fears; 
Nor will allow my ſoul one moment's reſt : 
My heart he breaks; my eyes ſuffuſe with tears, 


With garlands gay let others then be crown'd, 
And. lead the bluſhing bride to Hymen's fane; 
My temples, with dark yew and cypreſs bound, 
Shall beſt expreſs my ſorrow and my ſhame, 


| | Canzoner, 
By GENERAL BURGOYNE, 


For tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt day, 

A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way: 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 
And, ere words were my own, I ſpoke in a ſigh. 


The nightingale plunder'd, the mate-widow'd dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, 


The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy true, 


Soft embers of paſſion yet reſt in the glow— _ 

A warmth of more pain may this breaſt never know 
Or, if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 

Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flan 


( 
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By JOHN MILTON. 


Sweet Echo! ſweeteſt nymph ; that liv'ſt unſeen, 
Within thine airy cell rt? 
By ſlow Meander's margent green, 5 
And in the violet-embroider'd va le 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 
Canſt thou not tell me of 2 gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
Oh ! if thou have hid them in ſome flow! ry cave, 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere! '2 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies,, -... 
And give reſounding grace to all Heav'n's harmonies! 


|. The SEDUCED FAIR, 


She came from the hills of the Weſt; 

A ſmile of contentment ſhe wore ; 
Her heart was a garden of reſt ; Ws 0 
But, ah! the ſweet ſeaſon i is o'er. I 


How oft, by the ſtreams in the wood, 
Dielighted, ſhe'd ramble and rove! 4 
And, while ſhe ſtood marking the 2 

Would tune up a ſtanza of lovre. 


In rural diverſion and play, 
1 The Summers glid ſmoothly along: 
And her Winters pal#d briſkly away, 
-fl- Cheer'd up with a tale or a longs * 4 


a <I"aaXBANY ya ” m— 
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At length a deſtroyer came by, 
A youth of more perſon than parts, 

Well {kill'd in the arts of the eye, 5 | 
The conqueſt and havock of hearts, . 


F 
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He led her by fountains and ſtreams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books ; 
He told her his tales and his dreams "F< 
And mark'd their effect in her looks, 


He taught her by midnight to roam, | 
Where ſpirits and ſpettres affright z - 

For paſlions increaſe with the gloom, 

And caution expires with the light. 


At length, like a rofe from the ſpray, 
Like a lily juſt pluckt from the ſtem, 

She 'droop'd, and the faded away, 
Thrown by and neglected like them. 


"477. enn | 3 
By Lon LyTTELTON, 


The heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 

Their only wiſh to ſee : + 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry look declare, 
Your heart is Rill the ſame ; | * 

And heal each idly anxious care, 

Our fears in abſence frame p 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 

When we ſſhall ſhortly meet, 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


{ 
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But if the dream, that ſoothes my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If I am doom's at length to find, 
+ You have forgot to love; 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join ; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs 
To die and think you mine. 


* 


Tas nASHFUL Lovzs, 


Sweet tyrant Love, but hear me no-; 
And cure, while young, the pleaſing ſmart; 
Or rather aid my trembling vow 3 12. 

And teach me to reveal my heart. 


| Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my AY | 
Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away, 
Ah! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain, 2 


While undeſigning, frank, and gay. 


'Tis not for common charms 1 ſigh ; 

Nor what the vulgar Beauty call; 
"Tis not a lip, acheek, an eye; 

But 'tis the ſoul that lights them al. | 


For that I drop this tender tear ; 
For that I breathe this-artleſs moan 2” - ' ” 
Oh! whiſper love into her ear; 
And e the baſhful lover known, 


Lapy JaxE Gray's LAuzxTATIox. 


From theſe dread walls, this melancholy tow'r, 
oom'd the ſad victim of relentleſs Pow'r ; ' 
here Ruin fits in gloomy pomp array'd, 
And circling Horrors ſpread their mournful hade; 
I ſend the tribute of a ſhort' ning liſe, 
The laſt memorial of a faithful Wife: 


F2 
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For ev'ry hope on this ſide Heav'n is fled; 
And Death's pale banner waves around my head. 
It yet perchance may cheer my Lord to know, _ 
That Suffolk's Danghecr ſinks not with her woe: 
Beneath its weight I feel myſelf refign'd; 
Though ſtrong its preſſure, ſtronger ſtill my mind, l 
This duty paid to Thee, each care is o'er, | 
Nor my hard fortune ſhall diſtreſs me more. I 


Qur zw] Mary's LANMZNTATIOx. 
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] 
I figh, and lament me in vain; 
heſe walls can but echo my moan 7 | 
Alas! it increaſes my pain, | | 1 
When I think on the days that are gone. 


Thro' the grate of my priſon I ſee 

The birds, as they wanton in air; 

My heart, how it pants to be free JU 
My looks, they are wild with deſpair, 


Above, tho' oppreſt by my fate, | 
I burn with contempt for my foes ; 

Tho? Fortune has alter'd my ſtate, —_ r 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe, | 


Falſe Woman! in ages to come 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; | 

And when we are cold in the tomb, | A 
Some heart {till will ſorrow for me. g 


Ye roofs, where cold damps and diſmay, 6 
With filence and folitude dwell; 

How comfortleſs paſſes the day ! " 2 
How ſad tolls the evening bell! 

The owls from the battlements cry, V 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around, 

© Oh, Mary! prepare thee to die! T1 


My blood, it runs cold at the ſound, 


— 
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| " WerTER AND CruAnrLoTTh 


„When Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 
As the danc'd with the nymphs on the green, 
He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd; 
And he prais'd the ſoft grace of her mein, 


But, all her accompliſhments known, 
Gentle Werter began to adore 

He ſighs for a heart not her own; 
And the joys of poor Werter are o'er, 


Tho? vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 
As a friend, gentle. Werter was dear; 

Her ſmiles oft his ſorrow aſſuag'd, 
While Pity has dropt a ſoft tear. 


1 Urg'd by Love, he grew bold, and ſhe cried, 
Werter, leave me, and ſee me no more.“ 
He figh'd—he obey'd—and he died! 
| Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore, 


Ye nymphs, let not Cupid deceive, _ . 
Under Pity's ſoft garb hide his dart; ! 
Werter's ſorrows are laid in the grave, 
While Pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart: 


And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cried, | 

While.with flow'rets ſhe deck'd it all o'er, 
He ſaw me—he lov'd—and he, died: 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


' 
Fi 
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When weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, | 
And gently ſwell the azure wave, 


I yield unto the ſoft'ning Pow'r : 
(The Muſe's tranſport taen would grieve, 


- 
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When loud the thick'ning tempeſts fl, 
Enrage, and daſh the foaming floods; 

From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, n 


6 And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor ſea, nor deaf' ning din, is there, 
The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe: 
I hear it ſounding from afar ; ; 

It ſings or murmurs through the trees, 
A fiſherman I would not live, 

Who labours in the pathleſs deep; 
Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 


Whoſe dwelling is a brittle ſhip. 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, 

(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs'd as they;) 19 
With them my morning ſteps I'll bend, 

With them I'll wait the cloſing day. 


Now underneath a plane. tree laid, 

| Or careleſs by a Falling ſtream, 

| Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, „nt 
Or ſweetly ſink into a dream. cool eee 


| ABSENCE LAMENTED, 


. nymphs and ſwains, that ſweetly | lay 
0 | On Tweed's fam'd banks, or windiag Tay, 
Ah ſay, what happy ſpot detains © | 
My Peggy, ſince ſhe left theſe plains? _ 2 


Say, in what bow'r, beneath what ſhade, 
Soft ſlumbers lull the gentle maid ; 5 
| For Love ſhall lend me wings to fly; 
And pow'rful Fancy place me nigh, 


N . 
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Alas ! the bliſsful ſcene how chang d, 1 
Where once we both with pleaſure rang d! 
Not half fo fair the lily ſprings; 4 
Not half ſo ſweet the linnet ſings. 


" * 


| Hatte then, my lovely Fair, once more; 


Oh! haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore: 
And April's clouds ſhall ſmile as gay 
As all the blooming ſweets of 3 


Vet rather may the Fates deny 

Thy beauties to my longing eye, | 
If Time a cruel change has wrought, $1 
Or Tweed a ſweeter leſſon taught! 


But ſhould thy faithful ſhepherd find 

His lovely Peggy ſtill is kind, vel 
Then abſence ſhall thy charms i improve ; 14 
* 1 * double rapture love. 5 


Y 1 


Haxve s7-Hoxs, 


What cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
And echo o'er the lawn! 

Behold ! tze loaded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn. 

The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial hand, 
Still ſhouting as they come; 

With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt-home. 


The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 


Within the barn are tor'd; 
The careful hind, with ſecret joy | 
Exulting, views his hoard. 
His labour's paſt, he counts his gains ; 
And, freed from anxious care, 
His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-b!rnt ain 
His rural plenty ſhare, 
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In dance and ſong the night is ſpent; 
All ply the flowing bowl; 

And jeſts and harmleſs merriment 
Expand the artleſs ſoul. 

Young Colin whiſpers Roſalind, 
Who till reap'd by his fide ; 

And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 

Jo take her for his bride. 


For joys like theſe, through circling years, 
Their toilſome taſk they tend: 
The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpe& of the end; 
In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures, or tills the ſoil : ; 
In Summer various cares {ucceed ; 
But harveſt crowns his toil. 


Tur VALENTINE OF HOPELESS LOvE. 


Wak'd by the breath of Spring, in ev'ry vale, 
The latent primroſe rears her ſickly head; 
The virgin ſnow-drop decks her verdant bed; 

And vi'lets blue perfume the paſling gale. 


The tuneful linnet plumes her ſpeckled wing; 
The tender ſtock-dove cooes in ev'ry grove; 
The ſoaring lark fings loud the ſong of love 


All nature owns thy influence—genial Spring! 


All—all but me !—condemn'd by wayward Fate 
To bear Love's keeneſt arrow in my breaſt ; . 

'Tis vain to wiſh—to hope, alas !—too late— — 
No change of ſeaſon brings my boſom reſt. 


A tear ſrom thee is all the boon I crave, 
To wet the with'ring ſod that marks my grave. 


/ 
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; ' DAMON and FLAVIA, _ . * 
Near a {mooth river's lonely fide, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently glide, 
A ſecret grotto ſtands; ; 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 


Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade 
The work of Nature's hands, 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been 

Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, WS 
Poor injur'd Flavia fought : 

But—to complain of Damon's vow  ' . 

There made and broke----ſhe choſe it now, © 
With rage and ſorrow fraught, : © 


The hollow rock, where ſhe reclin d. 
She thought was like falſe Damon's mind; 
His dark deſign the ſhade ; 
The deep ſmooth ftream---his tempting face; 
Its ſound his tongue's deluding grace, 
That won, and that betray'd, 1 8 1 
Damon, one evening as he ſtray'd, 
To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plaint; 
Her ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair 
Infected all the neighbouring air, 
And forc'd him to relent, 


And now ſhe thinks, fince Damon's kind, - 
The ſteady rock ſtill like his mind; 
His love---the friendly ſhade ; 
The clear ſmooth ſtream---his lovely face; 
Its ſoothing ſound—the tongue's ſoft grace, 
That all her woes 1 | 
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No more be fear'd, then, Fortune's powers! 
& *Tis Fancy all our bliſs devours, 
« Or gives content, we find, 
« Men may be happy, if they pleaſe; 
& We are ourſelves our own diſeaſe; 
„ The fault is in the mind.” 


By Mrs. Bazz4uLD, 


When firſt, upon your tender cheek, 
I ſaw the morn of Beauty break, 
With mild and cheering beam, 
I bow'd before your infant ſhrine; 
The earlieſt ſighs you had were mine, 
And you my darling theme. | 


I ſaw you, in that opening morn, 

For Beauty's boundleſs empire born, 
And firſt confels'd your ſway ; 

And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 

Cou'd learn the value of a heart, 
I gave my heart away. 


Lwatch'd the dawn of ev'ry grace, 
And gaz'd upon that angel face, 
While yet twas ſafe to gaze; 
I fondly bleſs d each rifing charm, _. 
Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
The peace of future days, a 


But now, deſpotic, o'er the plains 
The awful noon of Beauty reigns, 
And kneeling crouds adore : | 
Theſe charms ariſe. too fiercely bright; 
Davger and death attend the light, 
And I muſt hope no more. 


| t- 
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Thus to the riſing god of day; 
Their early vows the Perfians pay, 
* And blefs the fpreading fire, " 
Whoſeglowin of ot, mounting, ſoon | 


Pours ory their the burning noon; © 
They ſicken — expire. | 
By PER. 


0 Nani wilt . with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town 20 
Can ſilent glens have charms ſor thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown? 
No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, 
No longer deck d with jewels rare, 
| Say, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Wnanm CF WET: 4 


O U when thou'rt for away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, canſt thou face the parching ray: 

Nor ſhrink before the wintry wind ? 

O can that ſoft and entle mien 

Extremes of learn — | 
Nor, ſad, regret each * ox 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 5 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go 
Or, when thy ſwain miſhap ſnhall rue, 
- To ſhare with him the pangs of woe ? 
Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care ? 
Nor, wiſtful, thoſe gayſeenes recall, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fairs 


G2 


- 


[ 
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And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 


* 


Wilt thou repreſs each Rrugghing gh, 
| of death? 


And cheer with ſmiles the 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


By W. Suxxsroxz, Esa. . 

perhaps it is not love, ſaid I, 
That melts my ſoul when Flavia's nigh: 
Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 

It needs no lover's eye to find 

The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love averſe to bear 
The ſervile chain that lovers wear, 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
Muy doubts diſpel—it is not love 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine, 
n any form leſs fair then thine ? 
It is—it is Love's ſubtle fire, | 


And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 
BEAUTY DEFINED, 


: 


'Tis not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, | 


That ſwim with pleaſure and delight ; - 
Nor thoſe fairheav'nly arches which ariſe 
O'er each of them to ſhade their light: 


9 


— 


Paſtoral and Pathetic | ( 53 | IM, 
'Tis not that hair which plays with ev'ry wind, 
And loves to wanton round thy face ; : 
Nou ſtraying oer thy forehead, now behind 


Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new. ſhoru ſheep, equal and fair; 
\ Nor ev'n that gentle ſmile, the heart's delight, 
With which no ſmile could eer compare : 
*Tis not that chin ſo round, that neck fo fine, 
Ih) hoſe breaſts that ſwell to meet my love; 
That eaſy floping waiſt, that form divine, 
Nor aught below, nor aught above. 


', 


ri not the living colours over each, 
By Nature's fineſt pencil wrought, * yo 
ö ; To ſhame the freſh- blown roſe, and blooming peach, 


And mock the happieſt painter's thought : 
But tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 
So kindly anſwering my deſire; | 
That grace with which you look, and ſpeak and move, | 
N That thus have ſet my ſoul on fire. 


Love THE AL: or Lirz. 5 
By GENERAL BURGOYNE. 


When firſt this humble roof I knew, 
With various cares I trove : 3 
Py : My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few 
9 My All of Life was Love. a 


14 


By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd; 
But, when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
The cup with nectar flow'd. 
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Content and Peace the dwelling ſhar d; 
No other gueſt came nigh; 
In them was giv'n.(tho” Gold, was ſpar d) a 
What Gold could never buy. 


No value has a fplendid lot, 


But as the means to prove, 
That, from the caſtle to the cot, 
The All of Life is Love. 


Ts CrorEIA. 
By PETER PINDAR, Esg. 


O thou! whoſe love inſpiring air 
Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes; 
My Day declines in dark deſpair, 
And Night hath loſt her feet repoſe: 1 


Yet who, alas! like me was bleſt, 
To others ere thy charms were known; 
When Fancy told'my raptur'd breaſt, | 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone ? 


Nymph of my ſoul, forgive my ſighs ; 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel; | 
Nor blame the trembling wrotch, who dies, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 


Lo! theirs is ev'ry winning art, 
With Fortune's gifts - unknown ta me ! 

I only boaſt a fimple heart, p 7 
In love with Innocence, and Thee. 


By Mr. THOMSON. 


Hardi is the fate of him who loves 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, | 4 
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But to the ſymphatic groves, 
But to the lonely liſt'ning plain. 


Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her footſteps next are ſeen, - 
In flow'ry tracks along the mead, 

In freſher mazes o'er the green. 


Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of Love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 

And ſigh my ſorrows in her ear, 


O, tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho' fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 
Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her ſpotleſs ſou), refin'd, 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care; 
Not purer her own wiſhes riſe, 

Not holier her own ſighs in pray'r. 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 5 
Should ſtart at Love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of Friendſhip. ſoothe her car---- 

True Loveand Friendſhip are the ſame, 


* 


By Mr. O-KEE FRE. 


The tuneful birds how ſweet they fing !- 
How gay, the dainty flow'rets ſpring ! 

How light the milkmaid's brimming pail, 

As chaunting o'er the flow'ry dale! 

'Tis Love that wafts her blythe along, | 

That paints the flowers, and tunes the fong, 


( 56 ) 


By Mr. O'KEEFFE, 
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Dans votre lit, that bright + rp 

Should Flora bloom a lily fair, | 

A ſmiling jonquil I could be, ii." 

To blow, ſweet flow'r beſide of thee ; 

Dans votre lit, 
Or nodding on the thorny buſh, 155 8 
You droop to hide the roſeꝰs bluſh; | * 

The leafy umbrage make of me, 1 
And in this breaſt you'll ſhelter'd be ; 
| POS, 22 Dans votre lit. 


When ev'ry flow'r, that paints the ground, 
Throws {miles and odours all around, 

Sweet flow'r, I'll: prove thy faithful bee, 
And honey ſip from none but thee 


. Tad einn Varve or Love, 
By Dr. JOHNSON. 


Not the ſoft ſighs of vernal gales, 
The fragrance of the flow ry vales, 
The murmurs of the cryſtal rill, 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill; 
Not all their charms, tho' all unite, 
Can touch my boſom with delight. 


Not all the gems on India's ſhore, 
Not all Peru's unbounded ftore, 
Not all the pow'r, nor all the fame, 
That heroes, kings, or poets claim; 
Nor knowledge, which the learn'd app: ove, 
To form one wiſh my ſoul can move. 


| 


Dans votre lit, 


\ 


lit. 


lit. 


Poor weary'd Pilgrim-—in this ts Wee Tf 
KM. 34 
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Yet Nature's charms allure my 
And knowledge, wealth; and fame I rize 2 
2 m_— and e 1 

or lee ature” arms v*: } [34 13 ,94 
In loyely Stella all — — 1 —_ 0 01 
ney he Holla 7 thou art mine. 11 a 
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„ CENBRAL BURGOYNE,. 


Caf round. my favourite tree, , ic? ne 
Ye ſongſters that viſſt the groove: 
Tas the haunt of my She herd man we: * 
And is bark i is a recon pot: I 
* 
Reclin'd« on the __ by ay fide, 5 5 wh 
He tenderly pleaded his cauſe ; 
1 only with blufhes replied, © © 
And the nightingele! ur up the . 


* 10 : 
24 TTCI'P „ » 


i] 
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Fr ZT Þf 


Sonst, WED Moon, Neis nil 


Queen of the flyer bow, > thy p hs beam, 


Alone, and penſive, I delight — ſtray. } 
And watch thy ſhadow trembling in the fred. 
Or mack'the floating clouds that croſs thy way. 


And, while I gaze, thy mild and placid tight 


Sheds a ſoft calm upon my troubled breaſt ;_ 
And oft I think, fair planet of the night, 
That in thy orb the wretched may have reſt, , 


The ſuff'rers of the earth perhaps may go, 


Releas'd by Death, to thy benignant BUR gl 1 
And the ſad children of Deſpair and Woe 
Forget, in thee, their cope ſorrow here. 


O! that I ſoon may reach thy world ſerene, 0 3 * 


und 7 
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Ah!] gramachree,. &c. 


0 


een tee len erg 


I brtrrerlg Gans 14 

15110 1 5 * 3 mk e eee Her 
Geppoted to bewritten by Werter. 6 * 
So, — al ef ae buman breaſt} 


To others hearts thyburni 9 75 bear? 


Go, where forid Hope and fair Illufion reſt! . 


Ah! why ſhould Love inhabit with deſpair ? 


Like the ꝓoor maniac I linger here, 


1928 
Still haunt EX ihe ſcene where all my treaſure lies ; 

Still ſeek for flow'rs Where only thorns appear * 
And drink delicious poiſon from her eyes. 

Tow'rds the deep gulph, thet opens on my Gabe, 
I hurty forward, Paſſion's helpleſs flave 3 / 

And, ſcorning Reaſon's mild and ſober light, 
Purſue the path that leads me 10 the graves 

So round the flame the giddy inſect flies, 

And courts Ts Tang fire, wy, ieh it dies. 


LE I erte. 


As down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, one evening in May, 


Thelittle birds; in blytheſt notes, made vocal ev'ry (pray: 
They ſang their little tales of love, T0 ſang Soon o'er 
and ober. 


Ah! gramachree, eee ma Molly aſltore ! 


The daiſy 72 „ and all the ſweets the dawn of nature 

| 'yie 

The primtoſe pale, and vi'let blue, lay ſcatter'd. o'er 
| the fields ; : 

Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her whom I adore. 


I laid me-down u ave a bank; bewailing my {ad fare, 


'That To 'd'me thus the flave of love, and cruel Molly” 8 
ate: 


How can ſhe Pg the honeſt heart that wears her i 27 


its core? . 
Ah! gramachree, &c. | 


# 
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You ſaid you lov'd me, Mally dear: 81 a I- 
believe? r i 15h 1976s 


Yet 8 could think, ſuch tender words were meant , # 
' ! but go:;deceive? vw not ivr 1 as 
That love was all I aſk'd on earth; ways Heavn could 
eigive no mare. „ ring 'f wo 16 2fie9) a 
Ah gramachuee,, Ae. 19.7 bas nb e rod W / 
\ (- 120001489 24 7 
ah had'l Alltheflocks thatgrazzon 3 yellow Ka, 
low!d for me the num'rous n that r jor gr} 
paiture fill, ] vauet 3 | 
With her I love, '1'd gladly. bare my kine and dee 5 
ſtore. y Yor $14: %, 21124 Wt orc; 


Ah! gramachree, Ke. ; g f 


Two turtle. doves, | above my head, fat courting on a 
bough ; 1 (4. | 
lenvy'd — their 833 to ſee them bill and coo; 
Such fondneſs once for me home print but _ alas! 
tis o'er. 15 : 
Ah! gramachree, Ke. r e 2H dvd 210 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy lot I &'er 
ſhall mourn; 
hile liſe remains in Strephon's heart ein beat for 
thee alone: 
ho' thou art falſe, may Hes n on thee. {tw elioiceſt 3 
bleſſings pour! | 
ih! nnn Sc. ne bg! ine“! 


By Mr. dEr E. 
or you, deareſt maiden, the oride of the . - 
The town and its pleaſures I freely reſigRghn;ñ 
Delights ſpring from labour, and ſcience from tillage, 


Where love, peace, and i acute leert combine, 
He + 9; an ee ft $18 


b T 
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Soft tender aſſection, what bliſs in poſſeſſing? 
How bleſt when tis love that inſures us the blefling ! 
Careſs'd, ah, what rapture in mutual careſſin 
What joy can I wiſh for, was Norah but mine! 
The feaſts of gay Faſhion with ſplendour invite us, 
Where Luxury, Pride, and her Follies attend; 
The banquet of Reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 
How ſweet the enjoyment when ſhar'd with aifriend! 
Be thou that dear friend, then, my comfort, my pleaſure, 
A look is my ſun-ſhine, a ſmile is my treaſure: 
Thy lips, if conſenting; give joy beyond meaſure, . 
A rapture ſo perfect, what joy can tranſcend ! 


91 - 


To SyLvia, | 


By DAVID GARRI CE, Eſq. 


If Truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim; 1. 
He feels the paſſion, void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 
Tho' ſighing ſwains their torments tel,. 
Their ſenſual love contemn; 
They only prize the beautcous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire, 


1 } 
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By age your beauty will decay, | 
.* Your mind improves with years 
As when the bloſſoms fade away, | 
The rip*ning fruit appears. 


Y 
N 
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May Heaw'n and Sylvia grant my. fue, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte "the fruit, 


May a ev by. Row: r. : 
Tux rennt or anerk. Love. \ . 
Love's a — Pri paſſion," 1 8 na | 
Source of all ſublime delights; | 
Which, with mutual inclination, - 1117/7 


"Two fond hearts i in one uniies. 2 


What are tiles why or e 2 
If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy which now dewirches, 

When obtain'd, we may 1 | 


, geen! 


Lawileſs I brings vexation TIES 8 
But a chaſte and conſtant love AG >. 

Is a glorious emulation Fe 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. e jy 


The meadows look — BY Bias ſweetly ng; 
So gaily they carrol the praiſes of ſpri | 
Tho? —.— T ejoices, poor Norah hal mourn, 
Until her dear e again mall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin ah, hideyour gay . Ks 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms 2 


Tho” ſatins and ribbons, and laces are fine, | 
They hide not a ben With ſuch feeling as . "20% 
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Tis '$airon's Fane Wis. roy 
By Mr. GAY, bre 


All in the Downs the fleet was 3 d, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black. ey'd Suſan came on boank - 
+ O where ſhall I my true-love find? | 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails dead your crew , 


* 


a wi wi 


* 


T 
William, who high upon r 1 L 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, . L 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caſt his eyes belowz + T 
The rope ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands; i ; 
And quick as un on the deck be a "1 N 


So the ſweet lark, high-pois'd.i in air, | E 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, & My" 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, * 
And drops at once into her neſt. 13 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet M5 
Might envy William's lips thoſe k:{les ſweet, 


O Suſan ! Suſan'! lovely dear! 
My vows, ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear! 
We only part to meet again... 12 
Chan nge as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compals that ſtill pointy to thee, 


« Believe not what the landmen . | 1 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; | | 
They'll tell thee, ſailors, when ty” 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 4 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, pitay 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 2 85 
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OY es are ſeen in di mond brights 
breath is Afic's tpicy gale; ol ted, 137 
y ſkin is ivory fo White: Th 
Thus ev'ry beautegus object that I vie w, 
Wakes in my ſouf ſame charm. of ene. = 
ade mot 
Tho battle calls me from. thy arms, r 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho” cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms | 
William ſhall to bis dear return; | 
Love turus aſide the balls/that round me fly Ys / 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sulan's — 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word; 

The ſails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 

No longer muſt ſhe tay on board; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe i aha, he hun his. head: 

Fer leſs'ning boat Fg row'd to land: 1 
Adieu!“ ſhe cry'd, anc Way fl her lily hand, 


£ % 


8 2 E Nr 
By Mr, CUNNINGHAM, 


The filver Moon's n beam 
Steals ſoftly: thro" the night, 


To wanton in the winding ſtream, | ent 
And kiſs reflected light: #2 256M 

Io courts be gone, home ſoothing Sleep, 

| Where you've ſo ſeldom been, gy 04 

- Whilſt I my-wakeful vigil keep PL 
| - With Kate of Aberdeen. | 74 4 {1 


The nymphs and ſwains — wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay | 
Till Morn unbars her golden gate, A, 
And gives the promis'd May: } 


C 
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The nymphs and ſwains malen declare | 
The ptromis'd May, when "OY dT > 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair + 
FS ee 04 Novi Lal 
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vi MN Bf pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 1 
Till new-wak*d'birds diſtend their N 
And hail the maid 1 1076 1. 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, | (het 2 ny 
And quits the new-dtreſs'd Lechs | ; 
Fond bird?! *tis not the Mering deten 
7. is Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithfome, o'er the FER mead, | 
Where elves diſportive Plays. * , 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherd 's lead... 4 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; e 5 
Till May, in morning rohe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen: 
The nymphs and ſwains, exultin „cry, 


* s Kate > Aberdeen. r. 
FAH © HN e 
| | Soxxer. | 
Suppoſed to be nine by wiener. 2 


Make hae my apa benen the dne-tve! 8 de, 
Where graſs and flowers in wild luxuriance wave; 
Let no memorial mark where I am laid. 
Or point to common eyes the Lover's grave: | \ 
But oft at twilight morn, or cloſing day, a 
The faithful Friend, with falt'ring ſtep ſhall glide, 
Tributes of fond regret by ſtealth to pay. „l 
And ſigh for the 8 Suicide. 
And ſometimes, When the Sun, with parting rays, 
Gilds the long graſs that hides my filent bed, 
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The tears ſhall tremble in my Charlotte's a 1 152 
Dear, precious drops! they: ſhall embalm the dead. 
Jes; Charlotte o'er the mournful ſpot ſhalb Weep, - 1 

Where her poor Werter and his ſorrows ſleep. 


Tas Draru or Allzu. e 


The bells they rang all in the morn, ' 71 5 7 
And Allen aroſe full ſoon; | 

Sad tidings were heard for Allen to Roa 
That Mary would wed ere noon. 


Then Allen he call'd o Thomas' 8 name, 


And Thomas came at his call: 5 
Make ready a coſſin and winding ſhroud, | 77 1 
For Mary aan ſee my fall, 3 . 


When laſt we paged with brimful eye, 5 * 
Right loving ſhe made a vow; 7 
But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
And Mary forgets me now, , 
Then bear me to the n bank, 
Where we did kiſs and play; | 
And tell her, the rain, that made it o groen: 
Has waſh'd my kiſſes away. 
The bridegroom 16 di bride fo fr 


The prieſt he came anon; 


But Thomas he brought his dear friend's conſe, 


Or ere the wedding was done, 


He laid him on the green- grals bank, 
Where they did kils and play 
And told her, the rain, that made it ſo green 
Had waſh'd 55 e 6th away. 


t 


( 66 ) 
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" WR beheld cen Aleitdend corſe, 5 
„Her maiden bluſh was loſt ; 
"Sho ated, 35 tho” on April morn 6 
A primroſe nipt by a froſt. |, 


Then, all beneath one fatal ftone, 
Together they bury'd were : 

Falſe maidens, who break your plighted vow, 
Take heed you come not there, | | 


Falx Rosare, 6 
By Mr. R ICH ARDSON. 


On that lone bank where Lubin died, 
Fair Rofale, a wretched maid, 

Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, * 
Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade, 8 | 

Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave 
Waft him to this mburnfal ſhore ; 

Theſe tender hands ſhould make his grave, 


| And deck his corpſe with flowers o'cr, 
I'd ever watch hismould'ring clay, 
And pray ſor his eternal reſt : 
When Fins his form has worn away, nn 
His duſt I'd place within my breaſt,” | | ; 
While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin loſt, 
And Echo to her grief replied, 9 
| Lo, at her feet his corpſe was toſt! © 
| She ſhriek'd!! ſhe claſp'd him, ſigh'd, ad died ! g 
Tus Hz AuIr. 1 


At the cloſe of 1 the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the fweet of forgetfulneſs prove, 

When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale” s long in the grove; 


| 2 by 
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Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar. 
While his harp rung ſymphonious, a Hermit began: 


No more with himſelf, or with Nature at war, 


He thought/as a ſage, thp' he felt as a man. 


Ah why, all abandon'd to datkneſs and woe, 
Why, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall ? 


For Spring ſhall return, and a lover be ſtow 1 


And Sorrow no longet thy boſom inthral; 


But if Pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, 


Mourn, ſweeteſt com plainer, man calls thee to mourn z 
O ſooth hin, whoſe pleaſures Hke thine paſs away, 
Full quickly they paſs—but they never return, 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ky, 
The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſcent diſp 


She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze, A 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 


The path that conduRs thee to ſplendour agan; 


But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew ? 
Ah fool! to exvlt in a glory ſo van n 


'Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; 
I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 
For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore; _ 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, andglitt'ring with dew, 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I mourn; ' 
Kind Nature the embryo bloſſom will fave ; 
But when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn ? 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave] 
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* © {Bal 11] ae 
LI. thetchoole about hain * dipute, A 


And wear * theix ſenſe i in the ceaſeleſs eee IF 

In fpite of their maxims, I dare to define 

The grand ſummum mum Sede of wine. 
Wand Hed? ate ts 44; { 

Tis the balſam [pecific al Heals ev'ry fore 11 

The oftner we taſte it, we love 1 it the more: 


1 #4 7 


While "Ra we EV AMA it, the wheels of the ſoul 
Der Life's rugged highway agreeably roll ; 

Each thinks of his charmer, who never can cloy 4. 
While F. aer rides en to the regions of Joy. 


Then, %. whit true . ſeeks to ein, 
Undaunted the pool of the goblet muſt drain; 

For, he, who the courts of the goddeſs would know, 
Thro' Bacchus's vieyard-olination mult go, 


4 


| | Mi ou ins fits 15 181 
Preach not to me your muſty rules, 8 % on 1 
© Ye drones, that, mould in idle cell; 


The heart is Wiſer than the ſchools; 
, The ſenſes Pap reaſon well. 


If mort! my ſpan, Liese can n fare 0 
g To paſs a ſingle pleaſure, by; * „ 
An (ken is long, if loſt incare ; | 


A ijk ow waned who vita} ler. 


By Cat MORR 15. 


CEL 32) 


Though Pk Wa may boaſt of his 5 bowt, 
And Folly in thqught-drowning revels delight; 
Such worſhip, alas I hath no charms for the ſoul, 


When lofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 
/ 


| 237 
To the arrow al F. 5 or + the a of Capey/ 
His potion oblivious à balm may beſtow:  - | 
But, to Fancy that feeds on the charms of the Fair, 
The death of Reflection's the RW oe all * 


A 


What ſoul that's « poſeſt of a aueh ſo vines 

With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone 10 
For the t ar that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine, 

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 


The tender exceſs, that enamours the heart, 
To few is imparted, to millions deny'd : 

Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


(70 
Bacchanalian p 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife ; 
The botile affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom,  , 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life, 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the foul! __ 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 

Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'er jolly God ! from thy banquet remove; 

But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by love. 


Tue VirxTuE or WINE. 


Better our heads than hearts'ſhould ach; | 
Love's childiſh empire we defpiſe ; 

Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 

And force a lover to be wiſe. 


Wine ſweetens all the cares of peace, 
And takes the terror off from war; 
Jo love's affliftion it gives eaſe, 
And to our joys does beſt prepare. 


Better our heads than hearts ſhould ach ; 
Love's childiſh empire we deſpiſe : 

Good wine of him a ſlave can make, 
And force a lover tobe wile, 


By George KEATE, Eſq. 
Gloomy Care can ne er controul 


Joys that wait the temp'rate bowl : 
Welcome all its pure delights ; 


Blameleſs days, and peaceful nights, 


Mot, by » Om „22 
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Bacchanalian nad, 
_ In our cup her radiant wings | ay 
a Fancy — and brighter ſprings: 
f To her the pow'r is givin 
8 To ſoar beyond the pride of kings, 
. And ſorm on ev'ry {pot a heav'n. 


By G. A. STEVENS. 


When Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth, 
With vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 
Tho” nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 
Some, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 
1 Derry down, &c. 
ve. N k 
He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force; 
Silenus was ſutler, Lord Pan led the horſe ; | 
The Ganges they paſs'd, came in fight of the foe, 
And ſtruck them all dead without firiking a blow. 
Derry down, &c, 


'Twas Pan did the feat, put their troops in a fright, 
For he lily ſtole into their camp over nigt; 
And while they were ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch matter, 
He drew off their wine, fill'd their flaſks up with water. 
| Derry down, &. 


Next morn whei they *woke, and their bottles pull'd out, 
The firſt gulp they took put them all to the rout; | | 
They trembled from monarch to th* meaneſt mechanic; | || 
From whence comes the phraſe, to put men in a panic, 
4 | Derry down, '&c. 
Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
Attracts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 
Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 
Could you with mere water march fearleſs to war? 

1 Derry down, &c, 


The buck of the: Greeks, Alexander by name, 
As much by his drinking as fighting got fame: 
He was ſure of the victory, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to drink. 
| Dow down, &c» 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only drank water, 
Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe laughter; 
Had they drank what they ought, they'd have dropt 


their deſign, 


And no more ſpilt his blood, than we bucks ſpill-our 
s wine, 


Derry down, &e. 


'Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our youth; 
Kept conſtant to claret, they're conſtant to truth: 
On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend ; 
He who ticks to his bottle, will ſtick to his friend, 
0 Derry down, &c, 


Tis wine (like the Sun) that invigorates our hours. 

Wine blooms our complexion, as Sol blooms the flow'rs; 
And as birds grateful ſing, when he ſpreads his bright 
. TAPE rays 
So webucks, in fullchorus, chaunt bright clarets praiſe, 
22 Derry down, &c. 


Each roſe, when the Sun's from the hemiſphere fled, 
Shuts his leaves, dewy weeps, and hangs heavy his head? 
- When his wine's gone, each buck thus as ſad will be- 


| | come, 
Folds his arms, gives a ſigh, hides his head, and 2 
| 10me, 


Derry down, &c. 
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When Freedom was baniſh'd from Greece and from 


Rome, 


Bacchanalian + 
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And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home, 
Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe ke 54 ſtand, 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each Jand ; 
With nice eircumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 
And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all; 

Then quickly determin'd that England alone 
Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty's throne. , , 


Gay Momus infiſted, no place was more fit 
Than,the iſland of Freedom for true attic wit; 

And Venus confeſs'd, if 'twere pleaſing to Jove, 

She wou'd wiſh to make England the empire of-Love ; 
Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's fide, _ _ 
And ſwore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide; 
While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart-cheeringJuice 
For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen he would 2 


To render complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 
And provide that they might to eternity 13 

*Twas reſolv'd that a toaſt ſhould that inſtant be giv'n, 
And drank in full bumpers of, neQa3 thro' heav'n; 
The toaſt of the gods was, and mark it, ye free 
May Britons with Britans for ever agree!“ | | 
By their enemies then they ſhall always, be fear d. i 
And with wine, wit, and women, inceſſantly cheer'd, 
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Then take off a bumper while you may ; 
Let us drink, and ſing, till our hairs grow gray. 
! He's a fool, he's an aſs, PRewl aids, 
That will balk a full glaſs, 
;For fear of another day. | 


By R. B, SHERIDAN, Eſq. 


A bumper of good liquor 

Will end a conteſt quicker 

Than juſtice, judge, or vicar, | 
So fill a cheerful glaſs. WP WS 


But, if more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be that hateſul fellow, 
That's crabbed when he's mellow. 
FF 1 Why ſooner, &c, 


Winz THz Source or CONTENT, 


You know that our ancient philoſophers hold, 
There is nothing in beauty, or honor, or gold; 
That bliſs in externals no mortal can find 
And in truth, my good friends, I am quite of their ngnd. 


What makes a man happy I never can doubt ; 
"Tis ſometbing within „ and nothing without, 
This ſomething, they ſay, is the ſource of content; 
And, whatever they call'd it, twas wine that they meant, 


Wichout us, indeed, it is not worth a pin; 
But, ye Gods! how divine, if ye get it within! 
Tis then of all bleſſings the flouriſhing root; 
And, n lie efshe world, we can gather the fruit. 


VS 


Kc. 


Ind. 


ant, 


With wine at my heart I am happy and free; 1 5 


1 


Bacchanalion 
When the bottle is wanting, the foul is depreſs'd, 
And beauty can kindle no flame in the breaſt; 

But, with wine at our hearts, we are always in love; 
We can ſing like the linnet, and bill like the dov e. 


The richeſt and greateſt are poor, and repine, 
If with gold and with grandeur you give them e 
But, wine to the peaſant or ſlave if you bring. | 
He's as rich as a Jew, and as great as A a 


Externals without it are nothing to me. 19 
Come, fill; and this truth from a bumper you'll know: {=> 
That wine, wine alone, is our bleſſing vos i is. 


- = 
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By Mr, DENT. 


Phyſicians may talk of our ills, 
And parſ6ns look wonderous grave; 
I hate all | their ſermons and pills, 
Deſign'd for the fool and the knave, 
Then each take his glaſs, 
Fill'd up to the biim; 
And toaſt the dear lals, 
Intended for him, 


For never did Bacchus of old 
Repent of his quaffing good wine; 
Nor Momus (for ſo we are told) = 
At mirth or good. humour repine. | | 
Then each, K. 


Dull ſouls the beſt liquor decline. 
And think they're undone if they taſte; 
While we, my boys, live on good wine, 
And think we're undone if we waſte. 

Then each, e 
8 


N. 


e 


e de b Mr. O'KEEFFE, 25h 0 56 i 


Lord! Lora! without victuals and drink, 

We Poets muſt give up each ſtrain; 

They help us poor devils to think, « 24145 

And thraſh with more vigour our brain. 
Wichout VIE and drink, Lord! the world ya un 

done: ; 

»Tis the foul of the world-—tis the fine qua non. 


The Soldier, midſt battle” s alarms, 
Without them could ill face his foe; 
So faint would he handle his arms, 
And draw with ſuch weakneſs bis bow. 


| Without victuals, &c, | | 
| : What would Ladies and Gentlemen do, " 
| I hat ſay ſuch fine things to each other? l 


| They would never be able to coo; 
DTS, - They would never be father and mother; 
Without victuals, &c. 


Then hey for good victuals and drink ; ( 
Who is there that would not one P. 
Whoever he may be, I think, 
He's not to be found in this houſe, 
Without victuals, &c. 


1 
By Chaſe PRICE. b 
7 


; | Round Arthur's gay table ſome love to be be L 
5 Squand'ring their caſh at their creditor's coſt; | 
While ſome to the plains of Newmarket love rambling 
Blund'ring too oft the wrong ſide the poſt: 
But pleaſure inviting, and women delighting, 
My ſpirits exhale, and enrapture me moſt, 


Po 
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With vapour [ ch 3 
1 2 gen of aa * 
Look Poveg full in the face 1 
[Ss 9 5 
An kick VENT ee Pals! 
| Wo * 198 1 71185 £3 (oy 
ve formal, enn af ſob * 2 0 Fe” 
Philegmatic and cds to feltiyity,coyy. (7 
Who ne'er knew the p eaſares of mirthf al f ſociety, 
un. Wh ſe larum f hfe ſeldom wakgsnio. oy ;, 77 
ne: Adieu to ſuch notions; 1 for Bacchys' $ potions, 
Inſpiring goo hythgur, far. better 1 F126: „ Fr 
Go preach yauridull aims Where, 2 
Shake your noddles, and 3 wiſe; 
To me your dull precepts forbear; 
Believe me Your: cant 1 an, 


_ 


11 


What Pope bas aſe+3b'd to ine Sotmntdie, Sonica: 
| Holds 800d with reſprtt to thegrape's purple n ; 
Maintain it I will againſt all that are critical,” 
However abſurd the maxims may ſeem. 
With dranghts that are ſhallow therhead's over mellow, 
Then ſnap goes the axis that holds up the brain: 
| But drinking large bumpers inſpires EY. 
( The animal flow of each veinn 
Rekindles the ſoul's dying fires, | 
And makes us all lober agen. 


Then take off your bumpers, you ſons of virility, 
So ſhall ye triumph o'er Bacthus's tun: 

Be merry, my boys, and enjoy rifibility ; 
Happineſs riſes from laughter and fun, ' 
To make the glaſs ſweeter, our pleaſures completer, 

Dear Woman ſteps in with a look debonsir; 
ing She the waſte of Love's ledger repairs, 
She makes herſelf kind as ſhe's fair: 
Her hand moſt good- natur dly tears 
Ev'ry leaf from the volume of Care. 


— 


Y „ 
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Wing ente Goo ö * 4 


What en in this fooliſh life, 
For which we Vince f. ope, 
That mortal wights can call their owh ? 
Riches are on à ſudden flown, © 
And een our wives I nai 1 
We cannot find flat fought-for Hawn, 
Nor yet life's grand elixir 5" 
Beauty is frail; and, as for Fame, 


* 11 . 


9 She” s grown fo lippery a dame, 


No foul on earth: can fix her. 


Health is uneilling long to ſtay, 
And quacks themſelves grow fick ; ; 
Honors but ſmall diſtinctions make; 


What odds, when footmen drink and , 


And nobles run a tick ? 


5 Some tell you, wite and virtuous ſouls 


Have th' only certain good; 
But, ſpite of philoſophic rules, 
Old age and croſſes make us fools, 

"Temptations make us lewd. 


Nay, when thou ſeeſt the bluſhing wine 
Red ſparkling in thy hand, 

Thou'lt think, At leaſt this liquor” s mine; 

Though all the envious pow 'rs combine | 
Yet this I dare command, p 


But ah! a thouſand things fall out 

Betwixt the lip and cu 

With caution put the 45 about, 

The coming pledge hangs ſtill in doubt, 
Till you have drank it up. 


( 79 ) 
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But when, delicious through the throat, 


We feel the ſtream run down, ' ' -* 
We've found the mighty thing we ſought ; . 


That's our's indeed; that, that dear draught 


4 * 
1 


We juſtly call our .] m. 
Tux BacenaALIAu's Wis n. 


Give me but a friend and a glaſs, boys, 
Pl ſhow ye what' tis to be gay, 

I'l] not care a fig for a laſs, boys, 
Nor love my briſk youth away: 

Give me but an honeſt fellow, 

That's pleaſanteſt when he's mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four hours a day. 


'Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
But 'tis wine that makes us free; 
'Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 

But wine make us doubly fee, 
The female is true to no man, 
Deceit is inherent to woman, 

But none in a brimmer can be. 


Tus FroLicksows Fxilow, 


By Mr. O'KEEFFE. 


Iz London my life is a ring of delight, 

In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 

I ſnooze at the Hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 
I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter : 

Your honor,” ſays he, and tips me à leg, 

He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an egg; 

For tea in the morning's a flop 1 renounce, 

$0 1 dowa with a glaſs of the right Gerry-bounce. 
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Bacchanalian , 1 
With ſyez ing, e 1 % 10 


Ranting, Jahnliug 1 nn 500 150 = 


Se, (maſhing, t S1H3 nut 2 
Smackiag Sackin geg 
umbling, tumb ng; 9 43% vidl; | * 
Laughing, quaffing, 5 
Smoking, joking, = 
Swaggering, Ataggering; 
80 Wenge ſo knowing, ſo AS nd ſo mellow; 


This, this elta enn KS 


— 


My phaeton I meugt, el the liebe do all ta 
I handle my reins, and my elbows L Iquare; «, 
My ponies fo phump, and as Mhite as. 5 lit ly, | 
Through Pall Mall Vol. ; it, and up ef in EY 
Till loſing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack £4 
So at Knightſbridge ] throw, myſelf into a back; $-7+ 
At Tatterſall's fling.a leg over. MY:PAgr,. 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs i ol AP Ky | 


With — e 


91h C1 


1 roll round the Galen, ned Boles. 
And then at both Playhouſes pop in my noſe; 


J lounge in the Lobby), laugh, wear, ſlide, and ſwagger, 


Talk loud, take my mon Ys and out again ſtagger, 


I meet at the Shakeſpeare à good natur'd. ſoul, 
Then down to our Club, at St. James's, I roll ; 


The joys of the nighit are a, thouſand at. play, 


a } 
And thus at the finif h begin the next day. | * 
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A Satton's Somme. 
0 | Sung by Mr. BANNIST ER. 1 n 


Come, buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 

Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. 

And a failing we 


Fine Miſs at dancing - ſchool is taught 


The minuet to tread, 
But we go better when we've brought 
The fore-tack to cat- head. 
oy And a ſailing, &c. 


| The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, > 


: And ſwiftly rides the race, 
But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe . 
When we are giving chace, 1 
| | And a ſailing, &. 
When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
ger, His pack the huntſman cheers; 


As loud we hollow, when we ſend 


A broadſide to monſieurs, | 1 


« The What's-their. names at uproar ſquall, 

| With muſic fine and ſoft, 

fy But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 

1170 All hands, all hands aloft. | 
And a ſailing, &c, 


L 


* 
\ 
by. 
* 
P 
We. 
1 
x 
* 
| 
: 
6 
1 


( 32 ) 


With gold and ſilver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 


4 But Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
W When prizes home we tow, 


And a failing, &c, 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives ; . 


And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, | 
Thus paſs the ſailors lives, | 


Jorty Baccuvs.. 


Come, Jolly Bacchus, god of wine, - 
Crown this night with pleaſure: 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deſtroy our pleaſure : 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That.ey'ry true and loyal ſoul | 
May drink and fing without controul, 


To ſupport our pleaſure, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pleaſure, 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their 
And ſing their praiſes that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


Bacchanalian. ( 3 } | 
| SON G. 
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Dear Tom, this brown jug that now foams with 1 — 
| | * 
on which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 05 
as once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, | 
As e' re drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In boozing about twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jelly topers he bore off the bell, 


It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſnut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


' His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And — into clay Kad dite d it again; * 
A potter found out, in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown j 
Now facred to gps ay to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


S O NG. 


Bacchus, god of mirth and wine, 
Lo I bend before thy ſhrine; 

Fill the goblet, fill it up, | 
Let me drain the juicy cup ; 

Fit libations let me pour, 


Alles pill it on the floor. 
L 
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What avails the marble fain, 


Impotent and idle vain, 


Or the frantic Dotand there, 1 OO on 


Spouting out his frothy pray'r: 
now in me at once thou ſeeſt. 
oth the temple and the prieſt. 


Round my head ye virgins twine, bs yn 


Circling branches of the vine, »-.' _ 
Branches that with cluſters nod, - 
Cluſters worthy af the god; [30h 


Which ſhall o'er my hair diffuſe, 


Tiere 10 the maid of baſhful fifteen, 


Richer than Arabian dews. . 


Drunk, more drunk, and now I feel 

The god; I burn, I foam, I reel; , ax » 
'Tis 55 flies through every part, | 
And rages in my head, my heart, 
My ſpirits blaze,” my cares are drown'd, AR 
Huzza, huzza, huzza, the world goes round. 


TRE GENERAL TOAST». 


Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, - 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty, 
Let the toaſt paſs, 5 
Drink to the laſs, | 3 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize. 
And Lkewiſe to her that has none, fir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, fir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c, 1 


ſ 


\ 


* 


Bacclanalian 


hs Let grave divines preach up dull rules, | 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of now, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Leet the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be lim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather; 


So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 


And e'en let us toaſt them together, 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c, 
Drink to the laſs, 


I'll warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the gloſs. 
7 411 1411 | 3, LY 
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1. FATHER, AUT. 
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And moral wit refineg OD 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchooliss 
e friars here define. 05 
CHORUS, 


Here's a health to Father Paul ! 
For flowing bowls U 
Inſpire the ſouls 

Of jolly friars all. 


When in the convent we are met, 


We laugh, we joke, and ſing : 


All worldly cares we there forget, 


For Father Paul's our —_ . 
| oe Chorus, Here's a health, &c, 


(885 ') 


1 | Bacchanalian 1 
{ 75 No abſolution we will give, T 
E Ye blue-ey'd nuns ſo fai; 2 4 
"EY No benediction here receive, 1 
BY But baniſh all your care. 
11 Chorus, Here's health, &c. 
Y BN 
| With beads and croſs, not held divine, 
1 We pray with fervent zeal, O 
3 To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, BE 
| Who does each! 3 reveal. 
horus, Here s a health, &, T} 
5 FR ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun ! . DIES | II 


Each nun her friar pleaſe ! 
And each alike, enjoy the fun, 
With freedom and with eaſe, 1 
Chorus, Here s health, 4. 
1 W 
Then fill your bumpers, ſons of wire, 
Let friars be the toaſt ; 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And runs their order boaſt ! 
Chorus, Here's a n. Me. 


| iD AND Witt 
By Mr. GILS ON. 


/ 


_ the grave and the gay enjoy life how they r may, 
pleaſures their p caſures lurpa | 
Go 24 world well or ill, 'tis the By. Nik me moll, 


If I have but my friend and my fa 
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. | Bacchanalian ; 


The lover may ſigh, the courtier may lie, 
And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs; 

All the joys are but vain that are blended with pain; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, | 


New life wine inſpires, and creates new deſires, 

And oft wins the lover his laſs : 

Or his courage prepares to diſdain' the nymph's airs ; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


Co ¶ The earth ſucks the rain, the ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, let us live while we may, 


And I'Il ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


dis friendſhip and wine only life can refine : 
Ge We care not whate'er comes to paſs © 
With courtiers or great men, there's none of us ftate[- 
men: | 
Come—Here's to our friend and our glaſs. 


Co Sons or Cars, 


By the gayly circling glaſs 

' We can ſee how minutes paſs ; | | 1 
By the hollow caſk are told, | | 

How the waning night grows old, 


& Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day, 
p77 Drives us from our ſports away; 
What have we with day to do ? 
] Sons of care. twas made for you, 


Sons of care, *twas made for you. 


Bacclanalian 
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Come, then fill the chearful glaſs, 
Truth is only found in wine: 
Tales of love are all a farce, 
But true friendſhip is divine, 
But true ann 18 divine. 


THE MIGHTY BOWL, 


Fill me a 1 a in bowl, 
Large as my capacious ſoul; 

Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my grave: 

I mean the grave of all my care, 
For I defign to _—_ there, 


* "1 
£ 


Let it of filver faſhion'd be, © 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me ; 
Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 
As that "_ op amongſt the ſtars, 
Fill me a bowl, 


wot 1 Mr. BOY CE. 


Rail no more, ye e aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies ; 

Sound its depth, and fill your glallcs, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies : 

Fill them higher ſtill, and higher, 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 

Sipping quenches all our fire, 


Bumpers 8 it up again. 


&c. 
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Draw the ſcene ſor wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy: 
Wee for thinking have ns leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : | 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 
And when death ſhall drop the curtain. 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage, - 


_ "-» MincLiNg or SOULs. 


| Wou'd you know how we meet o'er our jolly full bowls? 
As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our ſouls; 
The ſweet melts the arp, the kind ſooths the ſtrong, 
And nothing but friendſhip grows all the night long: 
We drink, laugh, and celebrate every defire,, 
Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


c. With a cheerful old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
And a tankard of porter, I could fit the night long, 
And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, 
Tho' I muſt drink porter, while they can drink wine. 


I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly eſtate; ' 
But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, 

Is meanneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs of purſe, 


Then let us, companions, be cheerful and gay, 
And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away ; ' 
Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpile, 

For the more we are envy'd the higher we riſe, 
| M As: 
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Ve mortals, whom fancits ha 2 Jerplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities ve 
Whoſe lives hardty know what it is to be bleſt, - 
Who riſe without joy, anch lie down without >; 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, | 
Drink deep of the ſtream, Son forget all your care, 5 


Old maids ſhall forget we they wiſh for in vain, 
young one's the rover they cannot regains . 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chlœ again be with paſſion enjoy'd. 
Obey*then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, | 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and Care,” \ 


The wife, at one draught 2 SIDES all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fog], ta forget her gallants ; 
The troubled in mind mall go cheerful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to day. 
Obey then ibe ſummons, to lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget * your care: 


CATCH. 


INTRODUCTION TO THE BO WI. 


For four Voices. ard + C 


See, my boys, the fuming boy 1, 
Let Jolly bumpers take their round, 
Rapture ſeize on every ſoul, 
Till loud cach cheerful voice reſound, 


p::4 
1 
; 


7 = 
* % 
' F « 
T T ” = * 1 
91 f r Argan 
4 „ j 2 3.3 ls , 


Power and wealth, beauty, health, ' ö 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd, © 
Y Joy abound, pleaſure found. 
| Only when the glaſs go round, 


"0 4:3 G6 


Quoth Jack, on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 
I've a mind we ſhould fuddle our noſes with claret'; 
Says Tom, it will do you more harm than you think, 
Fie on you, ſays Jack, who can live without drink? 
I'll ne'er baulk my wine, here's to thy diſpoſe. © 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at his noſe, 


O A 1 
For three Voices. 


Come friends end companions, let's take à full glaſs, 
And each drink a health to his favourite loſs, : 
And each drink a health, .: 
And each drink a health, 
Ard each drink a health to his favourite laſs, 
And each drink a health, &c, | 


With wine and with lovelet the evening be crown'd, 
Let no envy or diſcord among us be found, 

With heart free from trouble we cheerſully ſing, 
Huzza for our country! huzza for our King ! 


- 


Huzza for our country, &c. 
- 00/47 $0" NOS! 


Had Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſea, 
Been as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of the brine 
He'd have fill'd the vaſt _—_ with generous wine. 
4 | 


(9) 
What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the ſake of good liquor, as well as for gain! | 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of finking ; \ 
The fiſhes ne'er drown chat are always a drinking, 


The hot thirſty ſun then would driye with more haſte, 
Secure in the ev'ning of ſuch a repaſt; | 
And when he'd got tipſy would have taken his nap 
With double the * in Thetis's lap. 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated with wine, 
Conſider how glorioufly Phœbus would ſhine ; 
What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply, 


How happy us mortals when bleſs'd with ſuch rain, 
To fill all our veſſels, and fillt hem again! 

Nay, even the beggar that has ne'er a diſh, | 
Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh, 


What mirth and contentment in e'ery one's brow, 
Hob, as greatas a prince, dancing after the plow ! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but ſip, would eternally ſing. 


The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking incline, 
Would friſł and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 

And, merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below, 


Had this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill ring; our fancy ne'er cloy'd!- 

A pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his pow'r, 
10 flip, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour, | 


1 
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Sons of Bacchus let's be gay, 
Nimbly move the chee: ful glaſs, 
Lite is ſhort, and glides away, 
Let,it then in pleaſure pals :, 
Phoebus now may hide his light, 
Silver Cynthia ceaſe to ſhine, 
Bacchus rays are far more bright, 
Sparkling from the generous wine. 
Sparkling from the generous wine. 


When the nymph is coy and cold, 
And puts on a ſcornful air, 

Bacchus makes the lover bold, 
Courage ever gains the fair. 


While the fool who waſtes his time, 


* 


Trifling o'er inſipid tea: 
Ne'er can aim at things ſublime, 
Til he freely drinks like me, 

Til he freely drinks like me. 


"4 


By R. B. SHERIDAN, Eg. 


7 5 HE wand'ring tar, who not for years had preſt 
The widow'd partner of his day of reſt, 

On the cold deck, far from her arms remov'd, 

He hums the ditty which his Suſan lov'd; 

And while around the cadence rude is blown, 

The boatiwain whiſtles in a ſofter tone, 


The ſoldier, fairly proud of wounds and toll, 

Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's ſmile : 'F 
But ere the battle ſhould he hear as cries, . 

The lover trembles, and the hero dies: 

That heart, by War and Honour ſteel'd to fear, 
Drops at a ſigh, and fickens at à tear, 


1 
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In female breaſts did Senſe and Merit rule; 
The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchools 


Sh am'd into ſenſe the ſcholars of our eder N 
Our beaux from gallantry would ſoan be wiſe; 
Would gladly light, their homage to pay yan 64 
The lamp of Knowledge at the torch of Love. 


By RICHARD CUMBERLAND,, Exe. | 


Twas up the wind, three leagues and more, 


; We 'ſpy'd a lofty fail; 


Set your top-gallant faily my boys, 
And cloſely hug the gale. k 
Nine knots the nimble Milford ran; 
Thus, thus the maſter cry/d : 
+ Hull up! She rais'd the chace in view, 
And ſoon was fide by fide, 


To quarters now, all hands!“ 
With lighted match, beſide his gun, 
Each Britiſh warrior ſtands, 
Give fire!“ our gallant captain cries; 
Tis done—the cannons roar: 
« Stand clear, Monſieurs! digeſt theſe pills, 
And then we'll ſend; you more. 


© Dowſe your Dutch enſign | up St. George! 


« Your French jack ſhivers in the wind; 
Its lilies all look pale: 

Down it muſt come—it. muſt come down ; 
For Britons will prevail.“ | 


6860 


Rak'd fore and aft, her ſhatter'd bull i 
Lets in the briny flood: | SPE, OW 

Her decks are carnag'd with the "Ci & babt e xavi 

Her ſcuppars Area. nth blond. 


. Nav. and Mil. 


© Our chain ſhot whiſtles in os wind ; Abr 
Our grape deſcends like hail: . 

Huzza, my ſoul ! three cheering ſhouts ! 
French hearts begin to fail, 

And ſee, tis done—She ſtrikes; ſhe;yields ; 

' Down, haughty flag of France! 
Now board her, boys! and, on her ſtaff, 
| The Engliſh croſs advance, 5A 


There let it ever ay, my hea 
To awe theſe Gallic ſlaves; 
So freely toſs the can about; 
For Britons rule the waves.“ 
There let it ever fly, &c. 


By R. B. SHERIDAN, Ee. 


When tis night, nad the i Watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main ; 
Then ſailois think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may ſee again, 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun. 
Should any thought of them come o'er our mind; 
We think, but ſhould the day be won, 
How *twill cheer 
Their hearts, to hear 
That their old companion he was one, 


„ 
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7 Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind. 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
| Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And ſighs to think how it may fare with, you ; 
O, when the fight's begun, 
Each ferving at his gun, 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind ; 
Think only ſhould that day be won, 
How,/'twill cheer 
| Her heart to hear 
That her own true ſailor he was one. 


Br w. HAYLEY, Ee. 


Hoy Ye cliffs! 1 to your airy ſteep 
* Aſcend, with trembling hope and fear, 
To gaze on this extenſive deep, 


And watch if William' s fails appear. 


Long 4 elapſe, While here I breathe 
Vain expectation s frequent pray'r; 
bp” bending o'er the waves beneath, 
I drop the tear of dumb deſpair. 


But ſee a glifning fail in view ! 
Tumultuous hopes arile : 
'Tis hel feel the viſion true ; 
„I truſt my conſcious eyes. 


His promis'd ſignals from the maſt 
My timid doubts deſtroy : 

What was your pain, ye terrors m 
To this NE; Joy N 


* 
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| B Mr; OKEREFFE, - 
The night when paſt.—in golden Ries, Sn R 
If whiter'd cliffs the ſailor fpies, 
| Completely bleſs“ d » 
The ſight each tender thought inſpires; 
His love's on ſhore, 'and fancy fires 
| His faithful breaſt ; 1 
The dancing waves ſalute his oar, 


He pulls, and ſings. My love's on ſnore? 


| 3 O NG. 
Tor ever recorded be that glorious day, | 
| When brave and gallant Elliot, with his choſen few, | / 
True Britiſh heroes, with Britiſh valour ſteel'd, 

| A great and mighty hoſt of foes o'erthrew. _. 

| He, like the im - 


| | vious rock, | 
| Stood firm amid the ſhock; © . 
| No fear could ſhake his daring foul, 
The ſtreams of bloo& © 
| Pour'd like a flood; 75 
And thunders ſhook from pole to po. 


Hark how the cannon, with impetuous roar, 
Deal dread deſtruction mid furrounding foes ? 
Princes and people line the diſtant ſhore ; 
And weep, in filent awe, their country's woes. 

Now, hear the whiſtling ſhot : | e E 
| The balls; they fly red-hot; | 
I) be hulls are quickly all on fire. 

Look ev'ry way, . 

Death and difmay, 

Will ſurcly make the foe retars. 


M0 gr et mes og * 
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Nav. and Mil. | . 1 
The gun- boats all advance, by valiant Curtis led; 
Not thunder, ſea, nor fire can daunt Britannia's Son: 
Rous'd from the deep, old Neptune rears his head, 
Well pleas'd to ſee the fight ſo nobly won. 
| 'en now before our ſight, —_ 
They fink in endleſs night; 
Behold the wretched fallen crew! 
Haſte, haſte, and fave, ' 
From wat'ry grave, 


The poor, diſtreſs'd, ſurviving few, _ 


Britannia j | ul now a | ars, 
Her godlike chiefs 4 arab ; | 
Fame ſounds her golden trump on high, 
| To deeds of | high renown, — | ; I 


Whilſt Britain's ſons ſo firm unite, 
And heroes ſuch command, 

No envious hoſtile fo will dare N 
Diſturb a happy land. | | 


Tuouas AND dann 
By Dr. JOHN HOADLY, 


Fair Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman; 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam: 


/ Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, . | 


But left his heart with her at home. 
She view'd the fea from off the hill, 
And, as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- Wheel, 
ung of her bonny RO % OIL 
| | fe 
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The wind grew loud, and ſhe grew paler " 5 
To fee the weathercock turn round. 
When, lo! ſhe ſpied her bonny ſailor 
Come finging o'er the fallow ground, 
With nimble haſte he leap'd the ſtile, 
Fair Sally met him with a ſmile, , 25 
And hugg'd her bonny ſailor. a 4 


! 
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Faſt round the waiſt he took his Sally, 
But firſt around his mouth wip'd he; 
Like home-bred ſpark he could not dally, 
Blut preſs'd and kiſs'd her with a glee; 
* Through winds and waves and daſhing rain,” 
Said he, thy Tom's return'd again | 
To bring a heart for Sally,” 4. ;/ 


Welcome! ou ſhe, * my conſtant Thomas! 
Though out of fight, ne'er out of mind; 
Though ſeas our hearts have parted from us, 
Yet ſtill my thoughts were left behind: 
8 So much my thoughts took Tommy's part, 
| That time nor abſence ſrom my heart 
- Could drive my conſtant Thomas,” 


This knife, the gift of lovely Sally, 
Which ſtill I've kept for her dear fake, 
A thouſand times in amorous folly 
Her name has carv'd upon the deck ; 
Again the happy pledge returns 
To ſhew how truly Thomas burns, 
How truly burns for Sally,“ 


„ 
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This thimble, thou didſt give to Sally, | 
J / . Whene'er 1 ſee, I think on you; | 
| Then why ſhould Tom ſtand ſhilly-ſhally, 
When yonder ſteeple is in view Fp“ 
Tom, never to occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the coming mind, 
/ And went to church with Sally. 


1 uE Positive Man, 


Sweet Poll of Plymouth was my dear : 
/ When forc'd from her to go, 
Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear; 
My heart was fraught with woe. 
1 Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood; 
The land we left behind : 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood; 
f My ſighs increas'd the wind. 8 


We plow'd the deep: and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide : | 
For five long years I had not ſeen 
My {weet, my bonny bride. 
That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake; | 
But preſfs'd as we were homeward bound 
I thought my heart would break, 


A The preſs-gang bold I aſk'd, in vain, 
Io let me once on ſhore: 
I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 
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Wav, and Mil. 


© And have they torn my love away ? 
And is he gone p' ſhe cry'd: 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May, 
She languiſh d, droop'd, and dy'd, 


Tux STokm, 
By G. A. STEVENS. 


Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt'ring railer ! 

Lift, ye landmen all, to me; 
Meſsmates, hear a brother ſailor 

Sing the dangers of the ſea; _ 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion 
When the Aalen: whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 


By topſail ſheets and haulyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick be hauling 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, - | 
The lee top-ſail ſheets let go : 
Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your toplails nimbly clew.* 


Now, all 70 on down beds ſporting, 1 100 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 1 


Freſh enjoyment wanton courting, 


Safe from all but Love's alarms ; 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, | 

Think what fears our minds enthrall ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder: 

Hark ! again the boatſwains call. 


11 "10g J 
War. and Mil. 


The top-ſail-yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe, 

Let the fore-ſheet go, do'nt mind, boys, 
Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe: 

Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, fee all clear; 

Hands up, each preventer-brece ſet; 

Man the fore- yard; cheer, lads, cheer,” 


Now: the dreadful thunder roaring, 
Peals on peals contending claſh, 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
0 In our eyes blue lightnings flaſn: 
1 One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky ; 
SC = Dif rent deaths at once furround us, 
| Hark! what means that dreadful cry? 


The foremaſt's gone !” cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck; 
A leak beneath the cheſt · trees ſprung out; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : 
Quick the land- yards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes; 
Four feet water's in the hold! 


1 
While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, -- 
We for wives or children mourn : 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating ? 
Alas! to them there's no return? 
Still the leak is gaining on us; 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below ; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us? 
For only that can fave us now, 


1 


( 104 ) 
Nav, and Mil. | 


On the lee-beam is the land, boys! 
Let the guns 0'erboard be thrown ; 8 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys; 
See, our mizen-maſt is gone! 
The leax we've found, it cannot pour faſt; 
We've lighten'd her a foot, or more; 
Up, and rig a jury-fore-maſt ; 


She rights, ſhe rights, boys; we're off ſhore, 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 

| Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 

Come—the can, boys—let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives. 

Fill it up—about ſhip wheel it; 340 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join; 

Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it? \ 
None—our danger's drown'd in wine.” 


— ——— — — _— 


\ 


Joviar CoMrANioNs. 


| Come, come, my jolly lads ! 
The wind's abaft: 
Briſk gales our ſails ſhall crowd ; 
Come, buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, beys, 
1 Haul the boat; 
The boatſwain pipes aloud : 
The ſhip's unmoor'd ; . \ 
All hands on board; 
The riſing gale 
Fills ev'ry fail; | 
The ſhip's well mann'd and ſtor'd : 


Then ah i for bowl— 5 ; 


Nev, and * 


J | The 55 we prize _ 
Shall bleſs each jovial ſoul 
The cann, boys, bri 
| We'll drink and ſing 
While foaming billows oll. | 


— 


ITj)ho' to the Spaniſh coaſt 
- - We're bound to ſteer, : 
We'll ſtill our rights maintain 3 
Then bear a hows be Ready, 0 
Soon we'll ſee 
Old England once again: 
From to ſhore; 
| While cannons roar, ' 
g Our-tars ſhall ſhew . 
The haughty foe, 
Buitannia rules the main. 


Then fling the wing bowl, xc. 


G R O G. 


J ally true blues of the main, 
Well ſkill'd in heaving the log, 
Attend to a ſailor's rough ſtrain, 
Who ſings of your favourite grog. 
. For is the liquor of life, 
The delight of each true Britiſh tar; 
It baniſhes forrow and ftrife, 
And ſoftens the bend of war. 


( 106 ) 


Nav. and Mil, 1 


His vineyards the Nonſieur ay boaſt 
Anq delight in the ſou of a a {2 


But too ſoon he ſh: to his 
That claret __ Eyes to gots bog. 
For grog, Kc. 


Each Saturday nickt wat DAP Ag 
My meſsmate he gives me a jo 
To the wife or the ſweetheart „ 
He takes off a cann of un grog. 
For grog, R. 3 


If Jove ſhould as et deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a- gog, 
His neQar he furely would mend, 

By NE his liquor with Cy 
| * ue 8 A 


Hibergian declare, 
y ne Feet, tho* born in a bog, 


That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except grog. 
For grog, &c. 


No danger c our 1 can diſm ay, | 
No terror we feel from a flog ; ; i Tl 
For what is a dozen a-day, N | 


p Fo a doyble n aten, 1 


| For grog, _ 


Naw War is declar' let's As; j / 
May the flincher be hang'd like a dog! 
Who Mike, to Spain, Holland, or 1 
_ Ts a ſtranger to freedom and gr0g- 
For crog, &c. : 


* 


Nev and Ml, 5 


Let fly a culverin, a ſignal for th 


He led a nobl 


'( 307 ) 
8 on N 8. Labin vad acey 
Ages 7 20 mack 200. | 
Idas in the herd thinincwab of May,” WHY 11G Gi c- 4 
Recorded be for ever the famous Ninetytwor' | . 
Brave RuſſolEdid diſcern, by dawn of daa, 
The lofty: ſails of France ad vancing now : 101 7 
All hands aloft, aloft, let == — nude 
a | 
t ev'ry man ſupply higguit 5 = 8 
Folloẽ me, Amte zun 
And you'll ſee 
1 b 


That the battle will be ſoon begun,” 


” 77 7 

Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, hed 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the 
Sten of KEBH Bol A 
, To fink the Engli ' Admiral” 1900 his fleet; HET 
Now ev'ry valiame n nato victory "doth api ire; ; X 
The bloody fight's no og fe cles alt on re; 

And mighty Fiz 500, 8 on, ni om 


| 2 _ — 
Filfd, the ſaup Nes of thie Riſing Sub, 
* Ts 0. Sia moi « 53 D971 70; 
Sulphur, ſmoke; and fire, diſturbĩn ing the al DO! 
ith thunder and worden afftight the Gl Gore 
Their regulated barid>flood trembiing eur,. 
To ſee their lofty treambrgy now D mores” "© © 
At ſix o'clock, me red, the ſmiling victor led, 


To give a ſecon 115 the wy overthrow 3, 5” 
n 


Now death a ror, equal ee lige o 
/ 24 Hass '01'! 
un, Or die; # 12 2 ALL + 


Britiſh dem the vanquiſh'd mai Babs 141”, 


1 Oz. 10 1 9 045: „ 1 


—— — - 


— II Wm oo tits, woe 


( 168 ) 


See, they fly 0 thro ' racks and ſands; 
Be danger they graſp at, to ſhun the greater tats ; 


In vain they cry for aid io weeping land: 


The nymphs and ſea gods mourn their lot lite: 


For evermore adieu, thou dazzling Riſing Sun 1 


From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate 1 
Enough, thou mighty god of x e 


| Bleſs the kinszgz:z 
Leet us drink to ev'ry Jah as | 
| e | U 5 13-903 386 L 


50ONG. 


i a&# 1 


The watid'ringailor plows the main,” «38 bat af] 


A competence in life to gain; FM” 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, .. FN 
To find at 2 . eu Ee ate pole 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. | 


OM 305 7 
When winds blow hard, and: mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from Pole to Pole; 
Tho' death ful wet Rounding foam, =) 1 


. . 


. irh ancy wafts him home; TIL» N r | 
OED Land danger's cer, 1 119i 


In ho 


fel 'FY 
. 


1 


To anchet on bis native ſhore. Viol 18 3 or 


bs: 105 ! 8 Firs} onen Þ, 42013" O IX! 35 


ES + 


When Wund the bow) the jovial crew” as Je 
The early ſcenes'of yeurh renew; ee 
Tho? inch his fav'rite fair will b. 
 Thisis the univerſal toaſt : ot 4 
May we, when toil and ante 0⁵ en 
Laſt anchor on our native ſhore, 


* 


i 


ow weſing, + Oo oi „ 


Re * 
* * * 4 "4 * 199 * . 
4 1 # 0 1418 FJ * 


( tog ) 
Nav. and Mil, 


ö 8 0 N G. 
"MM The ant ſoldier born ts arms, 5 n 
All willing from his home he goes; 
For honor leaves Is other — 
WY To meet in field ſurroundin 
34 In hopes, when war no who * 


To hail modi native land again, 


Where'er he goes, in deadly deut, 
Midſt din of arms and 
f His martial ardour gives delight, 
way Till enemies for peace implore. 
The gallant ſoldier, &c. 


/ With pride he views his hard eainpaigni, 
* When toils and dangers are nd more ; 
12 Of ſcars and wounds he nei er complains, 

When gain he meets his native n 
The ee We- anne N | 
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f 
| 
A — 
If |-- LL you, werbe aki & think — enjoying, 
| Or ſoldier or ſailor, by land or by ſea ;, 
| In loving and laughing your time be employing; : 
| Your glaſs to your lip, and your laſs on your knee, 
Come ſing away, honeys, and caſt off all ſorrow ! 
Though we all die to-day, let's be merry to-morrow ; 
A hundred years hence 'twill be too late to borrow 
A A moment of time to be j * and free ! 


Come ſing, &c, 


> 
— — 


— - EC 


r 
= — 3 
3 


My lord and the biſhop, in t of their ſplendour, 9 
| When Death gives the 1 m;their glories muſt 
4 ; 8 rt; © 
| Your beautiful dame, when the ſummons is ſent . 
Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 


— _ 
— — — 
—*. <a —— op mo ogy 


— — 


Mi FO REN "I 


Thou youll His 0 


| creatures, 
And nothing be wanting which there can be found > 


oy fit 'P. 


Nass ö ol 


A Hundre years Fade 
A — to cherriſh, the e TY 
Then fing, as COLE | He 107 


2949967 26 10vels as HA 
| YES | 11 
For riches and W der oby all this niot, 
Your wrangling and jangling, and all your 8 
Arrah! burn 7 my Ges: 'd better be quiet, 
Ant take, while you can @ kind girl to your:arwms, 
You'd better be ſi off ſorrow ! 
Though you all die — be merry to-morrow : 
A hundred — will be too late to borrow 
One moment to toy and wy her ark charms! 
ONION 1 „1A 5 "S141 1 
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Sr. Parkes” s Dar) Is THE Mos niet A 
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Ye lads and ye lafſes fo Passen and Hove 


Who come from Hibernia, of nur renown, 
Put on your beſt bibs, and be Coming af 

So neatly yourſelves all adorming. | 
The muſic ſhall be ſweetly playing; 1 


Each ſhall be dancing, ſlipping Taroand ; 
Green ſhamrock W ſhine, Sir, 


To make us all ſine, Sir, 
Salt fiſh and 
Shall ſmoke, my dear 


Full bumpers of whi 
Will — in 8 


On St. Patrick's Day in the morning. 


bt | . For many 2 you he did moſt ab, 


8 r 


With many tall fel 


cus * 


All as clever as clever could be; 
He baniſh'd the bugs, Sir, 
From blankets and rugs, Sir: Ls * 
aa Ah! hub a boo, Sir, 55 en 7 
Pin 20 What more;could he. dag; Sed... ' Libky 
eee he ſaid, Sir, the blind could * lee: | 
With heart like ſhellalys - ad d 


5 Then, let us be gaily - 


On 8. Patrick's Day't in the morning, 


There” 8 Phelim O'F, agans an ruddy- lcd Paddy, - 
ows to make up the wake; 
Miſs Blarney will ſing with her mamma and daddy, 
And pla till the ev'ning's returning; 3 
With mirth and muſic, dance and caper, 
We wi * "White jovial be, 
hile each pretty Miſs, Sir, 
We'll ſmuggle and kiſs, Sir, "IH 
And pull em, and haul em, 
And tenderly maul em, 


Arrah! who in the world are fo merry as we? 


All this to begin, Sir, 
We think it no ſin, Sir | 
On St, Patrick's Day in the morning. 


Rzcirariv. 


When cheerful da began to dawn, 


While Cupid ſtill his pillow preſs'd, 
Diana, rous'd by houmds and horn, 
Her gentle virgins thus addrel#'d, 


\ 


* 


(- 21) 


Alx 


Hark away, hark away to the merry-ton'd horn, 
While the hounds' cheerful cries awaken the morn! 
Diana herſelf rules the ſports of to day, 

And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away, 


Miſcellantous, 


With cautious ſtep avoid the bow'r, 
Where wily Cupid ſleeping lies ; 
Fond nymph, you'll rue the fatal hour, 
Should Love our ſpotleſs train ſurpriſe, 
Hark away, &c, | 


Love will promiſe and deceive, 
Leading youthful hearts aſtray ; 

But the joys our paſtimes give | 
Are jocund, innocent, and gay, 


Hark away, &c. 
S ON G. 
By Mr. Courv. 
O lovely maid, beſtow one ſmile, 
On him who ſighs for thee 


And you ſhall find him conſtant prove, 
When he returns from ſea, 


Remembrance of a kind adieu, 


3 From you my — fair ; 


Shall weather me through every ſtorm, 
And keep me from deſpair, 


P 


64) 


Miſcellaneous 


And tho? the waves around me foam, 
And Death appears at hand 
The hope of ſceing thee again, 
' "Shall be to me as land, ' 


And if I ſhould be ſpar'd once more, 
My deſtin'd port to. make, | 

I'll there Tele, whate're is ſcarce, 
And keep them for your ſake, 


And when my bark is laden deep, 
And ſails loos'd to the wind ; 

Then homeward bound my courſe I'll ſteer, 
You, only you to find, 5 


And if I find you then prove true, 
My conſtant care ſhall be, 
To live and love but only you, 


And bid adieu to ſea, 


Masonry DIss EE D. 


Women of curioſity, come liſten to my ditty, 

I fing of our freemaſonry as practis'd in the city; 

A ſecret rare, kept from the fair, which ne'er before 
Was ſong in, 

You have at large, fora ſmal! charge, to ſatisfy your 


longing, 

Fal de ral. © 
Then to begin the very night that I was made free- 
maſon, 
In hopes to purchaſe large inſight, I put a cheerful 
face on; 


v 


( 145 } 
Miſcellaneous. 


There were pig, and ſowls, and punch in bowls, to 


gratify our ſenſes, 
And twenty things, the landlord beings but all at my 
expences. 


Clean gloves, and white aprons were to the brethren 

handed 3 

When one with naked rapier \ was unto the door com- 
manded; 

There 1 were two or three which 1 did fee became the 

 honor'd wearers, 

Of ſome fine things, and ſilken ſtrings, which dignify'd 

the bearers, 


Next came a nd ladder upon their ſhoulders there 
lac'd, 

Where ſat a reverend father with his p ben 3 
The which to k—--, I muſt. not miſs, *twas terrible 
affliction, 

So like Pope Joan, in holy tone, he gave me his bene- 
diction, 


Then I was e to be a faithful brother, 

While every one around me profeſſed to be another ; 

The ſecret keep, awake, or aſleep; this great impor- 
tant matter, 


w hich I ſhould know, e're I did go, then ſtript me 
_ batter, 


Then in a white ſheet the drathren did infold me; (me; 


1 thought it wan't a ſight meet, that any ſhould behold 


Wich a long knife, oh my poor wife! before I wasfa 
man good, 
I. date not flinch, ſo they pk an inch, in a minute 
| rom my manhood, 

P2 


( 116 ) : 


- Miſcellaneous. 
They applied hot burning pokers to ſtop the great ef- 


I | fuſion ; 
l beheld theſe learnedjokers with anguiſh and confuſion z- 
[ | A mop and pail, to cool my t—— Was preſently pre- 
= ſented ; 
p Such another ſecret, brother, never was invented, 


We drank until the ſeven ſtars to fourteen multiplied, 

= Our happy union knows no jars, but all are ſatisfied ; | 
| A bottle more we had at the door, a maſon's not a miſer, 

And then indeed I went to bed, a mighty deal the wiſer, 


Each learned club I traced, as ſtudents do at college, 
But ſtill my caſh decreaſed, as I increas'd in knowledge; 
There's ubequarians, nothingarians, greeks, bucks and 
. lumber troopers, , 
Why they are no more, than thoſe before, true bacchan- 
alian topers, 


ONO. 
By Mr. STONE, 


- 


e 


Come, come my brave fellows and give us a ſong, 
To chaſe the dull gloom from our minds; 

Let muſick and women our pleaſures prolong: 
Sweet muſick, fair women and wine. 


To rouze our dull ſpirits, let's ſend round the glaſs, 
In ſocial free friendſhip combin'd ; | 
Come, my boys, here's a health to the free. willing laſs, 
And the lad that's to pleaſe her inclin'd, | 


£ 
4 
d 
L 


(. % 


a N iſcellaneous. | 
8 s O N S. 
1 „ By Mr. STONE. 
; Once more my lovely maid adieu, 
The topfails forward bend; 
Through every clime I'll boaſt of you, 
| Though far from Britiſh land. 
r, And when quite ſafe I'm moor'd in port, 
r. Of you Il conſt ant think; 
Thy love ſhall be my chief ſupport, 
Mhilſt hovering o'er the brink, 
3 And when return'd to England's ſhore, 
s, Io liberty and you; 
a. I'll ſcud the raging ſeas no more, 
1. But love my charming Sue. 


Taz Nos ALL A*wry, 


By Mr. HOBBS, 


Through life there's nothing forms ſuch a contraſt, 
As the different conceptions of charms in a laſs; |: 
Tho! there's beauty that's ſtriking in the blear eye, | 
Yet I'm for the girl with her noſe eCwryc* nn 
Her noſe, &c. 


Of roving I'm weary, I've ſearch'd the wide town, 
And courted the fair, the black, and the brown; 
| Yet none fixt my fancy, nor a charm could I ſpy, 
5, Like my beautiful girl, with her noſe all a ry. 
| 55 Her noſe, &c. 


rs) 
Miſcellaneons. 


Her lis are inviting and ſeem for to ſay, 
Come kiſs mo, my dea, there's up noſe in your way; 
White croſs looks the girl that nas ot the blear eye, 
Yet mine full of ſmiles with ker nole a. ry. 


Her noſe, &c. 


ſ 


Her looks are commanding, and ah! what a grace, 
To view her long noſe bent cloſe to her face; 
There's no charm or accompliſhment ever can vie, 
Ld * + 4 » 2 2 1 88 
With my delicate girl, with a naſe all a Wr. 


Her noſe, &c. 


Then ceaſe you vain ſongſters no longer compare / 
The blear of the eye, to the noſe of my fair; | 
But fill round the glaſs til! we drain the cann dry, 

And we'll toaſt the dear girl with her noſe all a'wry, 


Her noſe, &c. 


1 * 


Tu Casr or THE Eve. 


I figh for a damſel that's charming and fair, 

No nymph can excel her in ſhape and in air; 

What firſt gain'd my affections, I utter no lie, 

Was a delicate caſt that ſhe had in her eye. 
That ſhe had, &c, 


ns When ſhe's abſent no pleaſure” nor reſt can I find, 
Ne thought but of her, does ore enter my mind; 
But 1always am happy when e're I fit by 
Muy delicate girl with the caſt in her eye. | 
1 | With the caſt, &c. 


( 119) 
Miſcella nec us. 


Oh if ſhe wou'd cure me of Love's bitter pain, 
I conſtant to her,wou'd ever remain; 
From all other laſſes I'd inſtantly fly, 
To my delicate girl with the caſt in her eye. 
With the caſt, &e. 


Till late I've been pleas'd with a batchelor's life, 
Nor ventur'd to turn my thoughts on a wife; 
But if ever in wedlock I happen to try, 

I ſhall fix on "my girl with the caſt in her eye, 
With the caſt, &c. 


| Map Tom. 


Forth from my daik and diſmal cell. 
Or from the dak abyſs of hell, 
Mad Tom is come to view the world again, 


To ſee if he can cure "his diſtemper'd brain, 


Fears and cares pet my ſoul : 

Hark ! how the angry Furies how! 
Pluto laughs,” and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor augry Tom of Bedlam mad, 


Through the world I wander night: ad * 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes: 

In angry mood I met old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpies, away ks flies ; 
For Time will ſtay for no mani : 
In vain with cries I rcnd the ſkies; 
For pity is not common, 


120 
Miſcellaneous ( ) 


Cold and comfortleſs I lie : 
Help, help! or elſe I die! 

Hark ! I hear Apollo's team; 1 
The carman *gins to whiſtle: 

Chaſte Diana bends her bow ; 
And the boar begins to briſtle, 


Come Vulcan with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle : 

Bid Charles make ready his wain, | 

To bring me my ſenſes again. 33 

Laſt night I heard the dog - ſtar bark; 

Mars met Venus in the dark: 

Limping Vulcan heated an iron bar, 

And furiouſly made at the God of war: 

Mars with his weapon laid about: 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

His broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 

That he, could not ſee to aim his blows aright. 


Mercury, the nimble poſt of heav'n, 
Stood till to ſee the quarrel : 
 Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong-beer barrel ; 
To me he drank whole butts, 
Until he burſt his guts; 
But mine were ne'er the wider, 
Poor Tom is very dry : 


A little drink for charity, 


Hork ! I hear Ad æon's hounds ; 
The huntſmen whoop and halloo, 

* Ringwood ! Rockwood! Jowler! Bowman? 
All the chace do follow. ; 


* 


i | | The man in the moon drinks claret, 
1 Eats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot; 
|| But a cup of Malaga ſack 

| Will fue thé buſh at his back, 

. 


1 — — 4 
—— 
9 — 
— — 


Io O, falearrived st lat; thanks to u Hrong brain, 


its 


nan k 


+ Yeſterday morning about three o'clock this aſternoon, 


0 ut ) 
- HIPPESLEY% DRUNKENSMAN.” . 


and a gaod underſtanding;—yes, pox on the Joes? "ll 
they thought to have maſtered me, by plying this lea» | 
thern throat of mine With as much liquor, as though T 
had been an Aldermen at a city feaſt ; but honeſt Cxiſ- 
ele Cripplegate bit em, and came away with his 
budget full, aud as ſober as ever 1'd wiſh to be. Betty, 
Betty, bring me a pot of half and half, but be ſure y 
don't mix it. Let's ſee, what have we got here Pawnee 
Con found the backs of theſe chairs! they're always bo- 
hind. Hum — What a d—- mud candle's this, one 
can hardly extinguiſh the Morning Herald fromthe 
Morning Poſt only by its crowing :—hah 1: (reading} 
Saturday and Sunday's poſts It is {aid that Doctor 
Banks and Mr, Sal-a-mander, will by command of 
her Majeſty, undertake a voyage round hum 
the bum dreſs of the preſent month ;* ah! and 
orders are received at the ViQtualling - Office st- 
 cordingly,” for a ſupply of thirty-h e months pfovi- 
ſions. hum We hear from Carliſle, that as a 
« great parſonage was going in his chariat to Windſor 
Che fell aſleep with the candle burning in his hand, 
and ſet fire to the bed cloaths;“ Ay, that might hap- 
pen through the careleſſneſs of the driver. 80, 
Whitehaven, V eſterday arrived here from Philla- 
+ delphia, with diſpatches on board the moſt violent 
form of thunder and lightning ever remembered?” 
Pſhaw ! that's nothing but bam upon the miniſtry. 


+ a fire broke out in an empty houſe, and entirely 
conſamated all the furniture; an elderly middle ag'd 
Voman coming by at the ſame time, fell into a cindar 
ſcieve and was drowned. Saturday morning about 
four o' clock in the afternoon, a woman was com- 
mitted to Bride well, be” hi Wilding, '' Eſq ; Kar 


"— 


aà⁊vooden leg.“ 
never be true, —Lights rhe pipe, Wc.) I went to ſee a 


Coachman got quarrellin 


' . firver comes down again, 


— £00 :} 


© barbarouſly ſcraping her baſtard child to death with 
© oyſter ſhells : firſt murder of the kind I ever heard 
of. Foreign news, Piccadilly, Aug. the g4th, Yel- 
terday a women was ſafely delivered of a fine boy, withr 
Oh! this is all d- mn'd lies this can 


friend of mine t'other day he's a coachman in a gen- 


tleman's family, and he aſked me to go to the play 


with him; —Play ſays I, why what play is it? 
Why,“ ſays he, © 'tis King Hamlet and the Prince of 
Dunkirk ;”' King Hamlet and the Prince of Dunkirk, 
ſays I, that can never be: for I have got all the Ro- 
man Emperor's locked up in my cloſet, and I am ſure 
there's none of their names begins with an H, unleſs 
it is Titus Vaſhpaſion.—80 preſently the Cook and 
about who had travelled 
fartheſt; and in the midſt of the ſcuffle, the Cook tum- 
dles the Coachman into the dripping-pan ; now . 


the Coachman I may ſwear I have travelled fartheſt; 


for I have travelled into Greaſe; indeed ſo he had 


for he was d—mn'd greaſy. | 


I have three as fine children as any man would wiſh 
to ſtick a knife into: There's my ſon Tommy, he is a 
fine ſcholar; he writes two exceeding fine hands, one 


he cannot read himſelf, and the other nobody can read 


for him, Little Harry had a terrible accident hap- 
pened to him t'other day, turning round the corner 
of a ſtreet, he ran againſt a Lawy 


er, and has never 
been able to ſpeak a word of truth ſince. Now there 


is my daughter Polly, ſhe lives with an old parſon; ſhe 
was fo d—mn'd cunning t'other day, as to mend the 
parſon's ſtockings with white worſted; ſo that the poor 
| __ was forced to hep to the Church like a magpyes 


: 


here the Devil ſhall I hide my money to night, my 
Wiſe always ſearches for it; I'll put it in the Bible, ſhe 
never looks there. Why Betty, Betty, this ſon of a 
whore of a maid goes up ſtairs forty times a day, and 
Tol de rol rare, 
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Our country, and may it continue to be the land of 


The woman we love and the friend we dare truſt. 
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UR gracious maſter, and that heavenly conſtel- 
lation of female excellence, the miſtreſsof England. 


liberty. to the end of the world. 

Impartial juſtice and no partial oppreſſion. 
Harmony all over the world, | 
Love and opportunity, | | 

May every day be happier than the laſt. 
| Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful. 
Love without fear, and life withaut care. | 
Good luck till we are tired of it, 

Better luck yet. 


May our hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence. | 12 | 
ns pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt expreſy 
ions. | | R 
Love in a cottage and envy to none, e 
The friends to the Rqyalty Theatre. | | 
May we learn to be frugal before we are obliged tobe ſq. 
The honeſt fellow, who loves his bottle at night and 
his buſineſs inthe morning. | | 
The cauſe of liberty throughout the world. 
Virtue for a guide and fortune for an attendant. 4 
May we be happy when alone, and cheerful when in 
company, . _ | ＋. OO 
Succeſs to the amicable ſociety. 
a. © #:#-,£+ % 
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Aud canſt thou leave thy Nan 
All gallant lads, who know no fears. - 30 i 
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1 
A iy A does thy breaſt — — 4 


At the peaceful midnight hour — —: 17 


Alas how chang'd the face of things — — 19 
Awake, my {weet Hero, & c.. — — 22, 


Adds fleſh, Pl 80 with, him 14 nm, | 4:7 go 


And mult I ever vent my fig hs in ar — 33 
Adieu to the village Aelghis —— — 37 
As down on Banna's banks I ſtray „ —— 8 

All in the downs the fleet was wag — 532 
At the cloſe of the day, When the hamlet 1 is ſtill _ - 66 

1 A bumper of good * i — 174 
All you that are viſe —, 10 
Better out heads then hearts bald ach” — 70 
Bacchus, god of mirth and wine — 89 
By, ih  gayly ROY gals — en 87 
"EY my boys, let 8 ſing a catch — — 


Come now my {weet love to the grove © 


— 
Come jolly boys, that Sailors be een 29 


Come fing round my favourite tree / Ag 11500 
ome, buſtle, buſtle, drink about — 81 


Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine — 82 
Come friends and companions, let's take a full glaſs 91 


Ceaſe, ru! e Boreas, bluſt'ring tailer — — 102 

ome, come, my jolly lady” O92! 5 a 41 40h 
Come, come, my brave 3 and ve u us r ſong 116 
Dear Suſan, come my ſweet one 2 * 
Dearly Fanny, come here, I'll give you ſomething 25 
Pear Joſeph, what's. come Ger thee, tell me do 32 


Fre, X.. 
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Dans votre lit, that bright parterre 


4 


Dear Tom, is brown ju iat now foams with nn ek 
ES E Wy 8 a 
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ze Ere yet Aurora chace the dews ee — 18 
: v 4 : 2 euer 2912 2 Ra = gait „e ; 1. 1 8 143310 n 
4 For tenderneſs framed in life's earlieſt day — 40 


'7 From theſe dread walls, this-melancholy tower 43 
9 For you, deareſt maiden, the pride of the village 659 
22 Fill me a bowh-a mighty bowl t.! 88 
7 For ever recorded be that glorious day 98 
30 Fair Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman— — 99. 
* Forth from my dark and diſmal cel — — 119 


33 4 a+ 2 1 . a 47 G 250 8 8 ” v = FE : 4 
32 Generous wine, &c. „„ an Ys 


52 Gentle Hero take my hand, ler n #1, o Sit 
66 Go, cruel tyrant of the human breaſt, —— __ 38. 
monies ne'er eontroull— —— 70 
74 ive me but a friend and a glaſs, boys. —, 79. 
Hufh ev'ry breeze, let hobing move, - 
79" | /Hark the bonny Chriſt-church bells, - . - 
82 Hark ! the lark at heav'ns gate lings, 
| F | How ſweet: in the xwood-lands,; &. 
Hark! the trumpet ſounds afar;, »  -; 
14 Honor calls, he muſt obe: 
23 Hope, thou ſource of ev'ry- bleſſing, = _ © | 
29 Ho pleas'd, within my native bow'rs, _ 35 | 
37 How can the Muſes lend their happy aid! ©. - 39 
81 Had Neptune, when firſt be-took charge of the ſea, 94 
82 Here's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen, — 34 


x Hippeſly s drunker-man_” = i, ms 121 
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F e 4 03, 30) Dis ot nnn 
In: fortune's arms the rich are poor 8 
FF If in the ſtraight path, -&e. * „ os 8 


| If Syſan ſhou'd give me the baz 

* 1 i a bubble, and breaks with a blaſt. 8 
2 oy and pleaſure, now 80 round, (5 N | (7 7 . 73. a 

35 in my pleaſant native plains ( 34 
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Iſigh and lament me in vain, 3 4 4 
If truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, -—— —. 60 
In London my life is a ring of delight, ---. —- 59 
your true blues of the main, - - - 10g 
I ſigh for a damſel that's charming and fair, © - 118 | 
Love's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, «- - 61 
Let the ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, 68 


1 
Lord! Lord! without victuals and drink, © - 76 1 a 
Let grave divines preach up dull rules, 33 f 
Let the grave and the gay enjoy life how they may, 86 ; 
Make] there my tomb beneath the lime-tree's ſhade, 64 l 
| N * 
Now we're met, like jovial fellows, ©. 4.04 
Now away my brave boys, &c. „„ 8 
No more the Faire train I'll join: „ 5 
Near a ſmooth river's lonely fide, - 7 
Not the ſoft ſighs of vernal gales, - - - 36 1 
3 | 0 | | a 
Oh I hop'd, but hop'd in vain, e 9 1 
Oh we ſail'd to Virginia, 8 12 1 
O, Sir, be conſenting, be kind, and relenting: 20 7 
O ſee how he Comes, &c. C 5 
Oh! what a misfortune befel me to dag 25 1 
Oh where will you hurry my deareſt? :/ 26 1 
Out upon thee, wicked locuſt, - - 31 . 
O whata charming thing's a battle, - 33 7 
O Nancy, wilt thou go with me.. 51 8 7 
O thou ! whoſe love inſpiring ai 54 7 
On that lone bank where Lubin die. - 66 7 
O lovely maid beſtow one ſmile, «= - 119 7 
Once more my lovely maid adieu 17 1 
V0 gin A IS 
Perhaps it is not love, ſaid J. 32 x 
Bach not to me your muſty rules 83 1 


Phyſicians may tals of our ills, - - - - 75 
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ueen of the filver bow, by thy pale bem, 57 


uoth Jack, on a time to Tom, I'll declare it, 91 
K 5 

Round Arthur's gay table ſome love to be gambling 76 

Rail no more, ye learned aſſes, « - - 838 


Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak, = 4. 3 


1 Shepherds I have loſt my love.. 127 
Stand all aloof, ye paltry jadesz; < e +4. 0" 


Sweeteſt pleaſures, never ceaſing ; F 
Sec that pretty creature there: 29 
Sweet Echo! ſweeteſt nymph ; that liv'ſt unſeen, - 41 
She came from the hills of the Weſt 41 
Sweet tyrant Love, but hear me now; - — 43 
See, my boys, the fuming bowl, - - - - 90 
Sons of Bacchus let's be gay, - - - - - - 93 
$weet Poll of Plymouth was my dear: - 101 


To Anacreon in heav'n, where he fat in full glee, 9 
Time has not thin'd my flowing hair, » 12 
The topſails ſhiver in the wind, 25 »-20 


To me, had clouds o'erſpread the ſky, E23 
Tranſparent now, and all ſerenec - 19 
Thus for Men the Women fair, „ 29 
The northern blaſt that chilling blows, - 93 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt - "a 
"Tis not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 352 
The tuneful birds how ſweet they ſing! +» - 5 
The meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly fing; 1 
The ſilver Moon's enamour'd beam 63 
he bells they rang all in the morn, . - 63 
Though Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing bowl,” 69 
To- day let us never be ſlav es, 73 
The wand' ring tar, who not for years had preſt 94 
Twas up the wind, three leagues and more, 9 

The night when paſt---in golden ſkies, s, 9 
Toaſts and ſentiments. ES & © 6 123 
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The wand' ring ſailor plows the main, N l 
The gallant ſoldier horn to arms, oo, 109 


| Virgns are like the Gr leis in its dle, 955 414 38 


| WP 
Wak'd by 35 5 of Spring, i in ev'ry AT 48 
What e {ſounds ſalute our ears, "Joo! 47 


' When weſtern breezes fan the ſhore: m, 
With the ſun I rife at morn, Le og roy 6 -37 


| Women of chrioßty, come liſten to my Atty, o " 


Wich a cheerful old friend, & c. 1 89 


Te mortals N nnn, Tae, E 


t T 


Thurſday i in the morn the nineteenth of dy. - 5 


e life there 15 nothing, 1 N 417 
a f 8128 V 8" v7 4 26 


When firſt, upon your tender cheek, 5 1 50 
When Werter fair Charlotte behelds.. 45 


W hile otliers now rove without reſt on the ocean, 6 
When my money was gone that I be the Wars, 8 
We three archers be, 111 
With my jug in one hand and my pipe inthe other, 45 
Wine does wonders every day, 

We be three maringrs. newly come from hath) p 
When Iwas young, 1 danc'd and * 19 


11 


Where the light cannot pierre, 38 


When firſt this humble roof I'knew, 033 
When Bacchus, the patron of 1 wit and mirthy. 71 
When Freedom was baniſhed, &. 1 j ml 2 
"What is there in this fooliſh life, — 
Wou'd you know how we meet, A. V 
When ' tis night, and the mid watch is come, 906 
When 8 0 to da wu, 402 
RT LENT Ri 345187 
Wet awhile, - ſweet deceive” me, 8 
e nymphs and fwains, that {ſweetly eres | 
Ye lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom rf e 15 1 41 
Xe cliffs! I to your airy ſtec p 2 
You know that our ancieut Piste ere n 
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